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CHAPTER I. 

"The worst of me," said Sir Henry Spencer, 
"is that I have no principle. My practices are 
none of them vicious ; in effect I have no vices 
at all ; but the mischief of the thing is that when 
some moral question turns up, and I have got to 
do something about it, I have no reason for doing 
one thing more than another. Questions of that 
sort, of course, don't turn up once a year unless 
you go about looking for them, but when they 
do I am stumped. I have acquired a peaceful 
conscience, which never does me any harm, but, 
on the other hand, is no good in an emergency. 
The Vicar says I have no rudder, and next day 
he says I have no anchor, and next day he says 
my life will end in a wreck ; but really, ships 
apart, I do feel sometimes as if something was 
wrong. Take my brother George and his son. 
Look at them. Study them. I suppose a more 
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unspeakable pair of scamps never walked ; and if 
I had principles, anchors, rudders, masthead lights, 
or anything else you like in that line, I should 
know exactly what to do. I should cut them 
dead, forbid Peggy and Nancy to speak to them, 
refuse to lend them a penny, and get the boy 
blackballed at my club, for which, by the way, he 
has just had the infernal impudence to put up. 
Mind you vote for him. What, in fact, am I 
really doing ? George and the boy come here 
whenever they like, and I dine with them every 
time I go up to town. I lend them fifty pounds 
whenever they, ask for it, and Peggy and Nancy 
and I sit and roar with laughter half the time they 
are here. The Vicar says that if I refused to 
speak to them or lend them a penny nobody else 
would, and that they would have to take their 
choice between turning respectable or starving ; 
but I doubt if he knows his facts. Men of that 
sort always go on living ; it is one of the few 
advantages of the publicity of modern life that 
you simply can't starve nowadays. Also I doubt 
whether George would so certainly choose the 
respectability if he were really confronted with 
the two alternatives. You know him well, my 
dear Trevor, don't you ? Can ypu imagine him 
respectable ? " 
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"He wears a frock-coat and top-hat in London 
and Paris," was the reply ; " he doesn't drink ; 
he doesn't make love to pretty housemaids in 
country houses ; he goes to bed at twelve and 
gets up at half-past eight, and pays all the trades- 
men whom everybody pays, and never has a row 
with the others, and has the most perfect instinct 
as to the company in which it is or is not safe to 
tell an improper story. What more do you want ? 
I call him perfectly respectable." 

" But you're prejudiced, my dear friend. You 
admit that he makes you laugh. You would say 
anything in favour of a man who did that. You 
called Cuthbert a poet because he wrote an ode to 
Peggy with two jokes in it." 

" I believe in any poetry which is written out 
in short straight lines, with a capital at the begin- 
ning of each line." 

" Or in the respectability of any man who is 
found in a decent house with a clear head at the 
beginning of each day ? " 

Trevor laughed idly and lay back in his chair 
staring steadily at the ceiling, as if considering 
the truth of this accusation against himself. The 
two men, who looked as if they were a year or 
two on the right side of fifty, were sitting in the 
smoking-room of Spencer's country house idling 
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through an hour after lunch. Trevor brought 
his eyes down again' to his friend's face. 

" George is a subject of almost daily interest, I 
know ; but has any particular matter brought him 
.into your mind this morning ? " 

« A letter." 

Trevor laughed. 

" The usual thing, I suppose ; will you send 
him a cheque by return of post ? And of course 
you will." 

" On this occasion " — Spencer took up a letter 
which was lying on the table and glanced over its 
first page — " on this occasion he says — he says — 
really, reading his handwriting is like running 
open knives into one's eyes; Well, the substance 
of the note is that he wants some money, but 
will save me a penny stamp by coming down here 
to-morrow and getting it himself. Also he will 
bring the boy with him." 

A short, vexed laugh from Trevor suggested 
that the news was neither unexpected nor 
agreeable. 

" You're not pleased ? " asked the other, with 
affected surprise. "But is not this the ideal 
country-house guest who is coming ? You 
don't anticipate that he will break away from 
the traditions of a lifetime for the first time 
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here, and make love to the housemaids, and 
go to bed at two o'clock ? " 

" I think, my dear chap, that it passes half 
an hour very agreeably to theorise about other 
people's country houses, but I should prefer to 
be practical about my own," 

" You would send George a cheque to-night," 
said Spencer, with a little touch of gravity in 
his voice which rather belied the smile on his 
face, "and ask him to cash it in London and 
spend it in London ? " 

"And keep Ralph in London," said Trevor 
no less gravely, "to help him spend it. When 
you are quite alone here, and have neither guests 
nor daughters on the premises, I should give 
free play to your family affection and ask him 
and Ralph down to shoot pheasants." 

"Peggy and Nancy are sixteen and fifteen, 
my dear fellow, and in any case a man may 
not marry his brother's daughter." Spencer's 
voice had grown distinctly more sober, and he 
glanced across at his friend in some surprise. 

"Girls of sixteen and fifteen have ears and 
eyes and are not always idiots. And a young 
man may marry his cousin. And a middle- 
aged man may do a good deal of mischief to 
the minds and to the morals of his brother's 
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daughter without proposing to marry her. I 
wish you would understand that all my com- 
mendations of George and Ralph as country- 
house visitors refer without exception to other 
people's country houses." 

Sir Henry Spencer re-read his younger 
brother's letter, and turned it over once or 
twice, and fidgeted with it. 

"George and Ralph had better come to- 
morrow," he said undecidedly ; " yes, they must 

come to-morrow ; but after that perhaps " 

Spencer tore up the letter and made up the 
pieces into a little ball and flung them into 
the fire, while Trevor watched him with a 
faintly amused smile. " Perhaps after that 
I will give a little more serious thought to 
the situation. The children are growing up, 
and George's theory of life certainly is not 
meant for the schoolroom. The Vicar shan't 
stop me laughing at it, but perhaps Peggy had 
better not think it funny. A telegrami for 
me?" 

A footman had brought in a telegram, which 
Spencer read and tossed to his friend with a 
laugh. Then he stood up, holding a reply-paid 
form which had dropped out, and eyed Trevor 
doubtfully. 
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"* May I come to-day instead of to-morrow? 
Important business.' And you .will answer, 
'Yes,'" suggested Trevor. "I shouldn't, you 
know, but you will." 

" Nothing is at all likely to happen during the 
next twenty-four hours to make this visit more 
desirable to-morrow than it is to-day ? I shall 
answer * Yes.' " 

" Well, things do happen, and each thing can 
only happen once during one twenty-four hours ; 
but perhaps it's no good waiting. After all, 
perhaps he may come to-day and go to-morrow." 

" I had thought of that," said Spencer, writing 
the answer. " Mrs. Anstruther is coming to- 
morrow, you know." 

"Ah, yes!" 

Sir Henry Spencer gave the telegraph form 
to the servant, and then went and stood by 
the window with his hands in his pockets, 
whistling in mournful monotone. The broad 
acres which surrounded the old Surrey manor- 
house seemed full of painful reflections to him, 
for as he looked down the hill in front of him 
to the winding lane of vivid green which marked 
where the Thames ran along, he twisted his 
shoulders impatiently and muttered words of 
anger. It did not please him to reflect that 
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the heir to these old family lands was the person 
about whom his friend Trevor had just been 
talking. The ordinary owner of a well-ordered 
estate is not, one supposes, in the habit of 
reflecting very frequently about his successor, 
except during fits of indigestion ; but since the 
death of his only son and heir three years ago it 
had several times occurred to Sir Henry Spencer 
to pity the tenants of the Thames Ditton estate 
when they came under the rule of his brother 
George. The best that could be hoped for them 
was that George and his son Ralph would agree 
to cut off the entail and would sell the property 
with all reasonable speed. Or he himself might 
marry again, as half a dozen friends urged him 
to do. If a middle-aged and amiable widow, 
with a child or two, and " power to add to their 
number," as folk said in the City, would only 
come and offer herself to him, and marry him, 
and make friends with Peggy and Nancy, and 
end up by presenting him with a son of his 
own, he would be very greatly obliged to her. 
According to the talk which he heard at dinner- 
tables in the neighbourhood, women frequently 
made arrangements for themselves in that 
fashion, sometimes to the considerable annoy- 
ance of the man whom they married. Why 
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could not someone do it to him, who would be 
really grateful ? The tenants of the Thames 
Ditton estate were mostly men who were well 
able to take care of themselves, and who, if 
confronted with a landlord like George, would 
move elsewhere on the first possible opportunity ; 
but there were others who, although this neigh- 
bourhood was now only a suburb of London, 
had old, long-established homes here on his 
property, from which they would be very loth 
to part. When George doubled their rent, and 
borrowed money on their houses, and quarrelled 
with them about every sixpence which ought 
to be spent on the property, and finally sold 
their land to the first building speculator who 
offered him ready money for it, they would be 
very annoyed. George would probably die 
before himself; the younger brother was only 
just forty-five, but had already lived three score 
and ten years in that time, with a little to spare. 
Yet even then there would be Ralph, who was 
a mere second edition of George, with all the 
latest additions and improvements. Father and 
son were irreclaimable spendthrifts, who would 
"fly" every penny on which they could lay 
hands within three months of their possessing 
It, and would as soon think of making provision 
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for next year as of making preparations for the 
world after the next. It was a dreadful business 
that these persons should be powerful rulers 
of a sober English village, instead of contented 
patients in a private lunatic asylum. 

The two men who, at about six o'clock 
that evening, drove up to Ditton Court on a 
smart motor car certainly justified Trevor's 
commendation of their outward respectability. 
No cadaverous, anxious-faced, nervous-mannered 
rakes were these, but as healthy-looking a pair as 
one could wish to see, with clear, laughing eyes, 
and fresh complexions, and firm, steady mouths, 
and a ludicrous appearance of youth about both 
of them. It was a popular joke on the race- 
course to come up to one of the pair with, " I 
say, George or Ralph, whichever you are, come 
and lunch with me " ; and in point of fact more 
than one bookmaker and tailor entered their 
debts to the wrong person — a proceeding which 
for certain reasons was not of great consequence 
to the creditor. 

Yet a physiognomist without any extraordinary 
skill could have told you that these two men, 
who lived together, ate, drank, gambled, and 
borrowed together, and apparently had a com- 
plete community of taste and character, were 
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extremely different people. George Spencer was 
a mildly amiable, moderately dishonest, and es- 
sentially unreal person, with several pallid, rather 
harmless vices, and several colourable imitations 
of virtues, and a knack of light-hearted self- 
distraction which made him rather an entertain- 
ing companion. No earthly piece of business or 
pleasure, tragic or comic, could occupy his mind 
for more than the few minutes during which it 
actually confronted him ; and if he was on his 
way to cajole a moneylender who was threatening 
him seriously with bankruptcy, he would stop to 
recommend a new harness polish to his cabman, 
or to speak to a child in the hall about its toys, 
or to discuss the chances of the St. Leger 
favourite with a friend in the waiting-room ; and 
have his whole soul in each subject for the 
minute or two that it lasted. Irrelevant wander- 
ings from the point which Mr. Levi Nathan 
wished to discuss were not, as Mr. Nathan sup- 
posed, attempts to evade his threats, but were 
the result of a total cessation of interest in the 
subject and a desire to talk about something else. 
Threats of something which was to happen next 
month were absolutely without interest to George 
Spencer. He would not have imprisoned a fly in 
a wineglass himself, or worried the most ob- 
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jectionable creditor of his own for sixpence. He 
overpaid cabmen ; bought chocolates for any street 
child whom he saw looking into a sweet-shop ; 
gave a shilling to the man who cut his hair, 
and sixpence to every boy who brushed his coat, 
and would make the most desperate attempts to 
pay a debt if he had any good reason to suppose 
that the man wanted some money. An irre- 
sponsible, gay-hearted scamp, ignorant of the 
elementary meaning of honesty, tumbling through 
life and leaving a long train of ruin and crime 
behind him, but genuinely horrified if his eye 
happened to light on any item of the wreck 
which he had caused, Mr. Spencer would have 
been pronounced a hopeless case by the most 
enthusiastic optimist in the world. No laws 
could reach him, no religious or ethical argu- 
ment could possibly influence him. If someone 
had proposQ^d very seriously to hang him, his 
attention would have wandered from the arrange- 
ments to listen to a man who was telling a good 
story. 

Only a superficial observer could have seen 
any of these characteristics in Ralph Spencer. If 
he talked airily and charmingly in the same 
fashion as his father, his words had a good deal 
more meaning in them ; if he gave half a crown 
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to a restaurant waiter, it was to gain credit for 
a guinea dinner-bill with the restaurant pro- 
prietor ; if he invited two men to dine, he wanted 
something from them — news about a horse, in- 
formation about an American railway, or an intro- 
duction to an heiress. And there were lines 
round Ralph's mouth and an occasional ugly 
look in his almond-shaped eyes which told a 
tale of cruelty, and of the cowardice which goes 
with it, plainly enough to intimate that if Ralph 
found an enemy at his mercy the enemy would 
have a very bad time. So far, however, the 
young man had had more experience of asking 
for mercy than of being asked for it. 
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CHAPTER II. 

The windows were wide open, and the scents 
and sounds of a June evening hung round the 
dining-room of Ditton Court, as three middle- 
aged guests and three young ones took their 
places at the dinner table. Well groomed and 
well dressed, the young Ralph Spencer was rather 
good to look upon as he sat by the side of his 
cousin Peggy, talking discreet London gossip 
about mutual relations and friends. Sir Henry 
Spencer looked on easily, with his fears lulled to 
sleep ; there was a good dinner-menu on the table, 
and someone was going to make him laugh during 
its progress. The jester was probably going to 
borrow money afterwards, but he would do that 
in any case, and Sir Henry had a vague feeling 
that his brother was earning money in a very 
legitimate fashion when he charged fifty pounds 
a night for making jokes. Great singers charged 
ten times as much, and earned it, in Sir Henry's 
opinion, much more easily. To sing five or 
six songs which you know by heart, and have 
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sung a score of times before, required, he con- 
sidered, much less intelligence than his brother's 
art. 

But Peggy Spencer, more acute than her father, 
or warned by that curious instinct which protects 
such little folk from most of the ills of life and 
all the ill-doers, felt something wrong to-night 
and began to fidget. Ralph was talking to her 
in rather a low voice instead of in his usual loud, 
cheerful tones, and in this low voice he was 
saying all kinds of things about her dress and 
eyes and hair, and her friendship with another 
youth who lived in the neighbourhood, some 
of which things were new, and all of which 
were unpleasant. He said some words to her 
at last about her coming out soon and being 
nearly grown up, in answer to which the child, 
half-conscious of what he was suggesting, said 
curtly that she wasn't coming out for two 
years, and with this turned away to talk to 
Trevor. The latter had been listening in some 
amusement, much better aware than Peggy of 
what the young man was wishing to suggest, 
and rather pleased at this confirmation of his 
opinion. 

The two girls went after dinner to the usual 
evening resort of such persons, the strawberry- 
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beds ; and in the intervals of looking for a 
second helping of strawberries discussed the two 
familiar guests in their latest aspect. 

"Uncle George has got some new studs," 
commented Peggy. 

"And did you ever see anyone who had such 
lovely shirts as he has ? " was the enthusiastic 
reply. "The front is so broad that you can't 
see any edge to it, and it's all glazy and stiff 
and straight, and yet fits round him as nicely 
as a frock ; and he does have the most lovely 
white waistcoats of anybody I ever saw. We 
must make father get some waistcoats like that, 
and he must get some pearl studs like Uncle 
George's new ones. What was Ralph talking 
to you about ? " 

" Oh, I don't know, he was rather silly." 

"What did he say?" 

"Well, he said my frock was nice and so 
was my hair. I wondered if I ought to tell 
him that his hair was well done too, and his 
coat nicely lined." 

Nancy held a strawberry in her hand and 
eyed it admiringly. "I wish I hadn't eaten 
so many at dinner ; it's so much nicer to pick 
them off the plants. What did he say besides 
that ? He couldn't have talked all dinner-time 
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about an old summer frock which he*s seen 
twenty times." 

The elder girl made a restless movement with 
her shoulders. "He was — well, he was just 
siUy." 

Nancy threw away the stalk of her straw- 
berry and looked curiously at her sister. " Do 
you know," she said, "he told me just before 
dinner that you were getting very pretty, and 
I believe he meant me to tell you ? I really 
believe he's trying to make love to you like that 
silly Vivian boy." 

" Ralph couldn't be such a fool really. What 
a hateful bore it would be if he did try to do 
that. Father would get us a chaperone, and we 
should have to do up our hair and have after- 
noon tea in the drawing-room." 

" I shall have bun-loaves for tea," said Nancy 
resolutely, " wherever we have it." 

The strawberry eating continued in silence for 
another minute or two, when a regretful sigh 
from Nancy announced that she could eat no 
more. The summer hats of the vicarage girls 
then passed under review, together with the 
eccentricities of their German mistress and the 
inartistic copies provided by the drawing-master. 
In the middle of Nancy's wholesale condemna- 
c ^ 25 
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tion of British music, painting, and literature, 
and an expression of her firm resolve to go to 
Dresden next year, the four men appeared at 
the top of the rose garden and joined the two 
children. With her nose tilted very much in 
the air, Peggy advanced towards Trevor, and 
with incoherent rapidity began to repeat all her 
sister's remarks about Dresden. A very slight 
smile just dawned for a moment on Ralph's face 
as he turned to Nancy and began to talk to her. 

" You have brought me some Edinburgh rock 
and cherry fondants ! " cried the younger girl in 
high-voiced delight ; " I do hope there are plenty 
of them ! Have you brought a box for each 
of us, or one between us ? " 

" I only said that I had brought you some," 
was the quiet reply, but the speaker half turned 
his head towards the elder girl to make sure 
that she heard. "Shall we go and fetch them 
now?" 

" Yes, certainly ; you might forget them before 
you go to bed." 

Ralph moved towards the house with his 

younger cousin, taking no notice of an anxious 

look which was turned to him as he went past 

the elder, who was most willing to join in a 

conversation which dealt with fondants and not 
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with her own personal appearance. But the 
cousins departed, and Trevor, who had watched 
the small comedy with an understanding smile, 
suggested the gooseberry bushes. 

The cigar lights of the two brothers had passed 
on down the rose-garden. George Spencer 
wanted to get some unpleasant business over. 

" You know, Henry, I told you in my letter 
that I wanted you to lend me a bit to carry me 
on to the end of this month. Thank goodness, 
a lot of half-yearly dividends are coming in then 
as well as some quarterly ones. Upon my soul, 
it seems two years between every quarter-day, 
and a lifetime between each half-year." 

"That is about the amount of Mife' which 
you manage to get into those periods, isn't it ? " 
asked Sir Henry good-naturedly. He wondered 
for a moment whether his brother really had a 
shred of income left, or whether quarter-day in 
fact was merely a date for the renewal of money- 
lenders* bills. It was just possible that Ralph, 
who was the more cautious of the pair, had a 
small fund invested somewhere for use in some 
desperate emergency. 

" Yes, the world goes fast nowadays, but upon 
my soul I believe I go faster. However, I'm in 
the way now of making a big pile.'* 
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" Are you ? " Sir Henry smoked on with a 
placid smile. He had heard of those piles before. 
A portion of each structure had been contributed 
out of his own pocket, but the superstructure 
had tumbled off into space at a somewhat early 
period of the building operations. 

"Yes ; and I see my way not only to a pile, but 
to regular work and a regular income as well." 

" Do you really ? " The elder brother began 
to listen with more interest. Regular work and 
a regular income were new features in George's 
schemes. 

"That is so. Some fellows are trying to get 
up a new racecourse near Willesden. There's 
nothing in that neighbourhood except Alexandra 
Park, and with any luck we shall make as good 
a thing of it as Kempton or Sandown. Hartley 
has promised help, and Durnford and Aston and 
the Duke of Suffolk, so we are sure of our 
licence from the Jockey Club. All the railways 
round there will do their best to help us. We'll 
have a ten-thousand-pound race the week before 
the Derby, and a five-thousand-pound two-year- 
old race in October ; we will blackball half a 
dozen well-known racing chaps for the first 
election at the club, get the best chef in Paris 
to come and cook luncheon there, and make the 
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North- Western run specials from Manchester and 
Liverpool in three hours. I tell you, it*s good 
business." 

" It's all been tried before, hasn't it ? And 
sometimes it succeeds and sometimes it doesn't." 

" That's so, my dear chap," said George ; 
** but this one's going to succeed." 

"Well, you want me to take shares in it, I 
suppose ? " asked the elder brother, with a little 
sigh. He foresaw noisy general meetings for 
the company, acrimonious extraordinary general 
meetings, personal entreaties for help, proffered 
directorships, and much similar vexation. It was 
just possible to be mixed up in a modern 
company without appearing in the dock after- 
wards, but Sir Henry Spencer objected even to 
the feeling that he ought to appear there. 

"No, we don't," replied George. "You 
might, perhaps, ask a few chaps to run their 
horses there, if you don't mind ; and really it 
would be asking them no very great favour. 
But we don't want you to put a penny in the 
concern. All the money is found." 

A momentary look of grateful astonishment 

on Sir Henry's face gave place to a little doubt, 

which was again replaced by comprehension and 

relief as his brother went on. 
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"They have offered me the secretaryship of 
the affair," George continued, "with a very 
respectable salary, half of which is to be paid in 
£i shares the first three years. Ralph is to be 
my assistant on the same terms, and I can assure 
you we are both very pleased with ourselves." 

" I suppose I may offer you my congratulations. 
I can't say it's precisely the work which I should 
select for a youngster like Ralph to begin upon, 
but at least it is work, and I suppose somebody 
has got to do that particular kind." 

"Company-promoting is a perfectly honest 
business — at least you can't be hanged for it 
nowadays, so I suppose it would be called 
honest. And that is all that Ralph is helping to 
do. Besides, we are going to get a parson into 
this, and what more do you want ? " 

"Do you mean that the parson will be a 
director, or denounce the new racecourse in a 
sermon, or let his glebe-land for it ? " 

" He'll come to the opening day," said George, 
chuckling, "and advise all his villa parishioners 
to do the same. You know old Benson } You 
remember him at Addcrley ? No } Don't you 
remember my telling you how I was in his 
church one day when the hounds came by, and 
half the congregation jumped up and made for 

30 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



George and Son 

the door ? * Lock the door/ shouts Benson to 
the verger, and then, while the congregation was 
fighting madly round it, trying to get out, 
Benson calmly takes off his surplice, fetches his 
hat from the vestry, comes down to the door 
and unlocks it. *And now,* says he, * we'll all 
start fair.' Gad, my dear chap, I've been to 
church at his place every time I've been in the 
neighbourhood. That's the sort of man one 
respects." 

" I remember the gentleman. Last time I saw 
him was at four in the morning, coming away, I 
think, from a Covent Garden Ball. He had 
a bundle of firewood under each arm, which, as 
I gathered, he believed to be a bundle of aspara- 
gus, and was extremely pleased with himself 
because he had stolen them. He regarded this 
as a great stroke of humour. He didn't look 
drunk, but I was charitable and told my com- 
panion that he was. Next morning I met him 
again, and he certainly wished me to believe that 
he had been drinking freely. He told me at any 
rate that * he felt as if a cat had had a litter of 
kittens in his mouth,' which I understand is the 
accepted manner of conveying to your friends 
that you have lately been extremely drunk." 

" I assure you, my dear Henry, h^'s immensely 
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popukr all round Willesden, and could send us 
heaps of visitors. He'll do it too, by Jove 1 and 
never even ask for a fifty-pound-note afterwards, 
though, of course, I'll take good care he has one. . 
Then two or three friends of ours in the music- 
hall line — you wouldn't be much wiser if I told 
you their names ; you've never lived, Henry — 
have promised to help us, which means coming 
in their best dresses with two or three of their 
best men. And we've got one other powerful 
backer. You know Mamie Mellar, who runs 
that new tea place in Sloane Street 1 " 

" The lady's fame has reached me, I think, 
through the columns of the Times law reports. 
She was the heroine, if I remember right, of an 
action about detaining some girl " 

" Yes, yes, my dear fellow ; awful nonsense it 
was too. She had a perfectly good defence, as 
you will remember, and won her case easily." 

" And the judge remarked " 

" I daresay he did. Judges are paid to make 
impertinent remarks about people's private affairs, 
and money has to be earned in this country before 
it's paid. Anyhow, Mamie's a great friend of 
Ralph's, and has promised to help us for all she's 
worth." 

" This racecourse," said Sir Henry, " is clearly 
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going to be a great success, and I congratulate 
you. It must have been invaluable to its pro- 
moters to find someone like yourself who knew 
where to lay his finger on really powerful 
backers of such an enterprise. One can imagine 
S the ordinary promoter wandering with futile 
' stupidity among dukes and kings and million- 
aires, collecting their idle promises and vainly 
searching the racecourse for them when business 
began. But you see, George, you haven't yet 
told me where my help is required. Am I to 
buy tickets of admission for Miss Mellar and 
her assistants, or entertain royalties while you are 
looking after the more important people ? " 

" No, no. Fm afraid it*s a matter of money 
again." 

"I half thought that." Sir Henry took his 
cigar out of his mouth and contemplated the 
long ash with a pleased smile. "Miss Mellar 
and the Reverend Mr. Benson want their money 
paid in advance. Tm not sure that I don't 
rather sympathise with them. When you've sold 
your soul to the devil for a regular income, you 
do like to be sure that it will be punctually and 
certainly paid." 

George Spencer laughed genially, and threw 
back his shoulders, and squared himself to meet 
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the coming crisis. His robust vitality and 
booming voice and loud laughter appeared to 
insult the summer evening, for its quiet had 
fled completely, and the gardens seemed to have 
become the smoking-room of a big political 
club, with everyone talking at the top of their 
voices. Most people in Mr. George Spencer's 
neighbourhood had a general feeling of being 
knocked down and trodden on. His healthy 
acquaintances took five minutes to recover from 
his first appearance among them ; and sick friends 
got out of bed, when a mere fire or earthquake 
would have left them indiflferent, in order to lock 
and barricade the door when they heard his voice 
on the stairs. 

" The money is for myself," he said aflfably. 

" I half thought that too/' murmured Sir 
Henry. 

"I've had two shocking accidents lately. I 
won a good lot of money at Ascot, and stupidly 
enough I took it all down to Alexandra Park on 
Saturday, meaning to distribute it among some 
bookmakers to whom I had been owing a bit for 
a few weeks ; but I hadn't been on the course ten 
minutes before I got robbed of every penny by 
one of the most ingenious and amusing scoun- 
drels I ever met. He came up to me and said 
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in a hoarse whisper, * Say, governor, would you 
like a real pearl and diamond pin for four 
pounds ? ' I said there was nothing I should 
like better, but that I ventured to doubt his 
ability to show me the pin, and did not propose 
to give him four pounds in advance. He said 
to me, * Get your glasses out, governor ; look 
at the Grand Stand, third row from the top, 
fourth man counting from the right — chap with 
a black silk tie. See it ? See the pin in it ? ' 
I admitted that I saw it. * Well, governor,* says 
my man, * that's the pin 1 * I didn't catch on for 
a moment, so with a few words expressive of 
impatience at my stupidity, the gentleman ex- 
plained to me that he proposed there and then 
to go and steal the pin, and would sell it to me 
on the spot for four pounds. I hesitated for a 
moment about calling a policeman, because, as 
you know, a first-class humourist like that is 
a privileged person in my eyes, and can do what 
he likes with me ; and just then the numbers 
went up on the board, so I told my friend to go 
to blazes. He went away, and I have no doubt 
will ultimately go where I told him ; but in the 
meantime he had removed my pocket-book with 
all my money, and one or two other rather im- 
portant papers which were in my pocket." 
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" Ingenious," said Sir Henry, with an approv- 
ing murmur. Yet even in saying the word 
some uncomfortable memory of his talk with 
Trevor came over him, and he shook himself a 
litde impatiendy, with a sensation of passing 
under a shower of mud and being rather anxious 
to come to an end of it. " But I have toldK you 
once or twice before, my dear chap, that I reallj5> , 
cannot let you have money to pay betting debts. 
I daresay a good deal that you get goes in that' 
way ; but I have a silly prejudice against hand- 
ing over a sum directly and openly to a book- 
maker. That is what you are apparently going 
to ask me to do now." 

"I know your rule, and I know that I'm 
going to ask you to break it," said George ; and 
at the sound of his voice an irrational vexed 
feeling passed into Sir Henry's mind that it was 
no good trying to refuse this person's requests. 
"I have, however, a very serious reason for 
asking you to break it. This new racecourse 
business has some very queer backers, as I have 
explained to you, but it has also got some more 
respectable people mixed up in it. I told you 
that Aston, for instance, had promised his help, 
and the Duke of Suffolk. They are good 
enough friends of mine in a casual, easy-going 
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sort of way, but they don't mean to lose their 
money in this affair, and they ' don't mean to 
have any rows made about the people connected 
with it. Now, if it gets out that I owe money 
all over Tattersall's Ring, there will be protests 
about my being appointed secretary. Hartley 
has as good as told me that I must pay up 
before I can join them." 

bir Henry smiled politely, but there was vex- 
ation on his face too. This sounded all right, 
but after twenty years of making up such stories 
a man would be a fool who could not make them 
sound plausible. And George Spencer was cer- 
tainly not a fool. " What's the amount ? " asked 
the elder brother, with a sigh. 

"It's rather a large one, I'm afraid. Some- 
thing over six hundred pounds." 

"Well, then, to be frank, I won't pay it. 
Neither will I pay half of it." 

" Ralph and I will be ruined if you don't ; 
we shall be simply ruined. Not only shall we 
be turned out of these secretaryships, but the 
thing will get about, and we shall be cut by 
scores of people. There are a lot of newspaper 
people always hanging about our set — at least, 
fellows like Dixon and Reeves and Huntley are 
always described in the charge-sheet as journalists 
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wJienever they are run in — and they will retail 
the whole story in their newspapers. I daresay 
I shall survive it, because IVe got a position 
of my own ; but it's rough luck on Ralph, 
especially as it will knock on the head his' first 
chance of getting some permanent work." ^ 

"Would you be annoyed with me, my dear 
chap, if I expressed the most total disbelief in 
the permanency or pay of that work .? Would 
you excuse me if I hinted that I had heard 
similar stories before ? Would you be vexed 
if I reminded you of that aluminium company 
from which you were to get five hundred a 
year if you took a thousand shares, or of the 
new sporting paper which was to supersede the 
Sporting Life and Sportsman in six months if 
you put a thousand pounds into it, but which 
didn't.?" 

"Not the least, my dear boy," said George 
aflfably ; " but, as you see, this is a diflferent 
aflfair. We have got good names, and I have 
not been asked to invest a penny. You really 
must change your mind, and give Ralph and 
me that money. Look here," went on the 
man, suddenly squaring his shoulders again and 
beaming all over with the consciousness of the 
splendour of his oflFer, " I'll repay some of it." 
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"That," said Sir Henry gravely, "certainly 
does put a new complexion on the matter." 
Then after a brief attempt at self-control he 
began to laugh. This brother of his was really 
too humorous a person to be justly and adequately 
dealt with. One could but laugh and effect a 
compromise. " Til give you two hundred and 
fifty pounds," said the elder man, after a 
moment's pause, "and you must make the best 
of that." 

"But " 

"On my word, George, I won't give you 
another penny. Let's drop the subject. I give 
you my word of honour, it's not the slightest 
use saying another word." 

" It's putting me in a very awkward position ; 
Ralph and I will be utterly disgraced ; I can't 
think what we are going to do," said George, 
with ill-concealed jubilation in his face and 
voice. 

" I'll give you two hundred and fifty pounds 
this evening," said Sir Henry, " and not another 
penny this summer." 

"I think you'll really have to make it three 
hundred," insisted George, the deep, cheerful 
boom of his voice rolling down the garden to 
where Trevor was standing. " I might offer to 
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square those bookies for half, though even then 
they would probably tell Hartley ; but they 
wouldn't take a penny less. I think you must 
make it three hundred." 

Sir Henry said nothing. He had an excellent 
gift of silence. 
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CHAPTER III. 

" Your hair wants cutting, Peggy." 

Silence on the part of Peggy till Annette had 
left the room ; then she rose, shook herself, 
looked at herself in the looking-^lass with a 
certain meditative admiration common to budding 
beauties, and turned to her sister. 

"What did Ralph talk about to you to- 
night ? '* she asked. 

" Anything. Nothing particular." 

" What did he say about me ? " 

" Nothing." 

« Nothing at aU ? " 

" Nothing." Nancy smiled very faintly. " You 
must have fancied all that at dinner. Or at any 
rate it is a new trick of Ralph*s with everybody. 
He said a lot of silly things to me too." 

"What things?" 

" Oh, nonsense about my eyes and frock and 
hands and brains ; and how glad he was to see 
me again, and all that sort of thing." 

" How ridiculous ! " 
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"Yes, isn't it?" 

Nanqr's bland assent had the apparently un- 
reasonable effect of ruffling Peggy's temper. 
" You ought not to let him take you away for a 
long time by yourself like that ; people talk 
about anyone who does things like that. Mr. 
Trevor thought it odd." 

" How was I to know," said Nancy, answering 
the inside meaning of this speech after the fashion 
of her sex and age, " that you wanted to walk 
about with him yourself? I thought you'd rather 
I took him off your hands for the evening." 

The tall, statuesque young figure at the dress- 
ing-table turned slowly towards the bed on which 
the younger girl had seated herself, and stood 
posed in silent disapproval, while Nancy studied 
it with whole-hearted admiration. Breaths of an 
evening wind, rose-scented and murmurous with 
faintly-stirred summer leaves, came in at the open 
window and rustled the pink ribbons on Miss 
Peggy's white dressing-gown and the laces of her 
nightgown, and the dark, waving hair which 
hung over them. This was certainly a very 
beautiful person, though given to " moods," and 
uncomfortable to live with, owing to some slight 
uncertainty as to which mood she would be in 
next. Nancy's worldly wisdom filled her with 
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alternate respect and fury, and she was rather 
pleased with the few occasions, such as the pre- 
sent one, when she could return some of it. 

" I don't want to walk about with him myself. 
If he is in this silly mood, we had both better 
leave him alone." 

"It's a pity he should get silly," said Nancy, 
with her eyes on her elder sister's face ; " he's so 
very useful. You like him, don't you ? " 

"Yes, I like him." 

There was a brevity and quiet decision about 
Miss Spencer's answers to such questions which 
impressed talkative persons with the idea of some 
hidden feeling. Even Nancy, well as she knew 
the speaker, looked up quickly now, and then 
rose from her seat and began to walk about, 
chafing under a vague, uncomfortable sensation 
of catastrophe. Few persons could talk to 
Peggy for an hour without believing that her 
words and actions meant more than their own, 
and would lead to serious results. Nancy would 
have laughed at anyone else who attached such a 
sombre meaning to her sister's present words, 
but she herself could not resist presentiment. 

Presently Peggy began to walk up and down 
the room, her hands behind her, her head held 
very erect, her bare feet looking very pink 
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against a white tapestry carpet, her white robes 
and laces floating round or clinging to the slight, 
graceful figure as it moved to and from the 
open window. 

"Ralph has had no chance," she said. "No 
one living with Uncle George would have any 
chance of doing anything except what Uncle 
George is doing. It would be like living 
with a hurricane ; you couldn't think, or see, or 
hear, and you would be blown to one place or 
the other and back again before you knew where 
you had been. If I lived with a thing like that 
I should never consider myself responsible for 
anything I did. Even now I have a mad feeling 
that I must put on a coat and put up an umbreUa 
and hold on to some railings whenever Uncle 
George comes near me. It's a great shame that 
Ralph shouldn't have any chance ; he has got 
brains and judgment and wit and nice manners, 
and a certain amount of will, though unluckily 
Uncle George has got more. It's a shame he 
shouldn't be allowed to do anything but be di^jiven 
to Ascot, and blown back to Goodwood, and 
thrown up to Doncaster, and flung down to 
Newmarket. If someone would help him to 
escape he would do some good work yet. I 
wish I could help him. I wish " 
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The girl came near to the window again and 
put a hand on the curtain and leant her head 
on it, the heavy pink brocade of the curtain 
hanging in framing folds round the pretty statue 
of youth and innocence. Nancy studied it for 
a moment, and then sat down again on her 
bed in intense disapproval ; she understood the 
situation now, and every ignorant instinct of 
this healthy young animal rose up against the 
idea of Mr. Ralph Spencer being helppd by 
Peggy to escape and do good work. Ralph 
would never do any work ; he was an occasion- 
ally amusing and frequently useful companion, 
who brought gossip about London relatives to 
Ditton, and would be in attendance (race meet- 
ings permitting) when one wanted to come up 
to a theatre matinee. Regarded in every other 
light he was a highly objectionable young man, 
none the less objectionable to this little lady 
because she professed much contempt for in- 
stinctive likes and dislikes, and yet found it hard 
to formulate any reason for her present distrust. 
To confront such youngsters with one another 
is mostly rather interesting to the onlooker. 
Your young man of Ralph's type has not yet 
realised that he is being calmly judged and 
unequivocally condemned by this schoolgirl with 

45 



Digitized 



by Google 



George and Son 

her hair down her back and her embarrassed 
eyes ; the child on her side does not quite know 
why a man may not spend young, strong years 
loafing at clubs, gambling without any money, 
living the life of the jeunesse daree without any 
gold, any more than she knows what the word 
^^unscrupulous'* means which she sometimes 
hears applied to him. But one need not know 
the English for a characteristic any more than 
for a pudding in order to dislike it ; and though 
Nancy might chafe a little at her lack of words, 
she was content to keep her cousin at arm's 
length mutely, till the dictionary of life opened 
a little wider. 

" We are very out of the world down here," 
went on Peggy after a pause; "you wouldn't 
think anyone living so near London could be 
so fiir away from everyone in it, and we are 
hardly any good to anybody. Heaps of money 
goes on this place — just think of what it costs, 
this big old house with its servants and gardens 
and carriages — ^and all to hold father and two 
useless persons like you and me, with our 
cupboards full of expensive frocks and hats, 
and our drawing-masters and dancing-mistresses 
and music-masters from London, and watches 
and bracelets and necklaces on our birthdays, and 
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expensive food, and what's the good of it all ? 
A calf or a pig is more good than I am ; at 
any rate, after it has been fed and cared for it 
goes to feed someone. What good am I ? " 

" What's the good of a lily ? You're both 
ornamental." 

" I want to be useful." 

** If a calf's useful to be eaten, you must be 
useful to eat it." 

Peggy considered the proposition with a certain 
serious intentness which made her a difficult 
person to talk to on ordinary topics, and appar- 
ently not finding it worth attention, made no 
answer. Nancy also thought over the problem 
for a moment, and decided that she had better 
come to close quarters with it. It was not easy 
to make Peggy listen to questions or advice when 
she was absorbed in a new idea, and mostly, under 
some conditions or other, she carried her idea 
into action at last. Years ago, when there had 
come to her with her sixth birthday a desire to 
visit the sick of Thames Ditton, and an ofiicious 
nurse had opposed this desire first by argument 
and then by brute force, Peggy had stood very 
still on the nursery stairs, ready dressed for her 
expedition, a motionless image of absorbed, silent 
determination. Once only she spoke some re- 
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proving words — " You are wasting a gweat deal 
of my pwecious time," she said severely. And 
though on that morning the battle went to the 
swifter and stronger combatant, Peggy went out 
sick-visiting next day. Only Nancy knew just 
the right word to bring the young person down 
from the clouds, and just the right moment at 
which to say it. 

** For my part," she remarked now, " I don't 
really like Ralph much. Something's wrong with 
him, I think ; something deep down inside is all 
wrong. I shouldn't think he's very honest." 

" Nancy ! " — the descent from clouds to earth 
took place with a crash — "I call it simply scandal- 
ous to say such things. Dishonest ! Ralph ! It's 
shameful. I'm going to bed. I shan't listen to 
anything more you say. You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself Good night." 

" Good night, Peggy." The girl smiled after 
the wrathful retreating figure. She had no desire 
to argue the point any further, and was quite 
content that Peggy should go away and con- 
sider this new light on Ralph's character by her- 
•self. 

Next morning she was not greatly surprised to 
see her sister greet Ralph with unusual kindness 
and carry him off immediately after breakfast to 
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look at the new aviary. The young man looked 
pleased. Nancy almost believed she caught a 
look of triumph flashed across to his father, and 
the girl said to herself promptly and correctly 
that these two men had made some plan in which 
her sister was to be made to play a part. Young 
eyes and ears are not safely overlooked when 
signals have to be exchanged or secrets told. 

" How jolly it is in the country in the morn- 
ing," said Ralph, looking across the sunlit June 
gardens which stretched away to the river. 
" Towards lunch-time London feels all right ; 
but for a few hours in the early morning one 
ought to be in the country." 

" Do you call this the early morning } " asked 
the girl, with a glance at the hands of a clock 
which had gone some way beyond ten o'clock. 

" Yes ; oh, yes ! In London the morning 
lasts from eleven to four, the afternoon from 
four till eight, and the evening till midnight. 
Then the fun begins." 

" Surely you do a little work before eleven ? 
I — we — none of us believe you are quite as idle 
as you make out." 

" Dear Peggy, work and idleness are two very 
unpleasant alternatives, of which some men prefer 
one and some the other. So far as I have ever 
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examined my own feelings about them, I hate 
them both equally. Some days I try one, and 
some the other." 

" Which are you trying now ? '* 

" I am not exactly busy now. But father has 
a scheme on hand, which will involve us in 
desperate work." 

« Thaf s aU right. When wiU it begin ? " 

" Soon, Peggy ; not just yet. * Dans le doux 
achetez-et-achetez,* as you once translated *In 
the sweet by-and-by.* Do you remember ? " 

" Yes ; but, Ralph, it does seem to me rather 
sad to do nothing. I was thinking of you the 
other day, and wondering why you did no work. 
Everybody does something. I wish you would. 
We are such friends that you won't mind my 
saying that to you, will you ? Of course, it is 
rather difficult for you when Uncle George wants 
you to go about with him so much. But won't 
you try ? " 

What on earth did she mean by all this ? said 
the young man to himself, watching the serious 
young eyes looking straight into his, the pretty 
cheeks flushing and paling, the restlessly mov- 
ing hands, one of which was at last put on his 
arm. Was she repeating a dictated lecture of her 
father's, or was Fate helping him beyond his 
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expectations or deserts ? This last speech showed 
a certain development of feeling ; he was inclined 
to believe that someone had been doing him 
consciously or unconsciously a good turn. • . • 
Probably it was Nancy, to whom he had been so 
kind last night . . • The young man was not 
very wise, but he was occasionally threatened 
widi intelligence. 

**In truth, I am not quite my own master, 
Peggy," he said in a low, nervous voice. " I see 
where I want to go, but I can't go where I see. 
And I — I didn't know anybody was interested in 
what I did. That might have — might have made 
a difference." 

"I am interested, and so are Nancy and 
father," said Peggy, and her soft voice did batde 
with the embarrassing directness and width of her 
answer, so that Ralph hardly knew what to think 
of her. But he decided to respond to her tone 
and to chance startling her. Perhaps he was 
premature, but the man who never makes a 
mistake never makes a discovery. 

" If you cared and knew what was happening 
to me," he said, " I should do better work and be 
much happier." 

" We do care ; indeed we do." 
** It is a stupid fault of the English language 
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that there is only one expression for the singular 
and plural of so many words. One ought to be 
able to say *thou* sometimes. I meant" — the 
young man lowered his voice and put a hand 
over the one which was still resting on his arm — 
" I meant * thou * just then." 

" Oh ! . . . WeU, and I included myself in the 
answer. But it would be better still for you 
to know that fether and Nancy cared too." 

" No, I only mind about you." 

Peggy began a movement to take her hand 
away, but checked herself and left it there. The 
troubled young eyes looked round instinctively 
for escape, and then turned resolutely back to her 
companion. Inclination and duty were, as usual, 
pointing different ways. There was a long silence 
— one of the minutes of intense, vivid conscious- 
ness, during which all feeling is laid bare and 
two minds can flash question and answer to 
one another in continuous streams of thought. 
Something in what she heard in this fashion 
offended Peggy now — offended her so much 
that she took her hand away, and drew her- 
self up and moved towards the door, Nancy's 
words echoing disagreeably in her ears. Ralph 
might almost as well have tried to convince 
Sir Henry of his desire to reform as to convince 
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this girl in her saner moments or when fresh 
from listening to the worldly wisdom of the wise 
and worldly Miss Nancy Spencer. Yet at the 
door she stopped for a moment and looked at 
her cousin with a little doubtful wonder and 
mute apology. He came towards her, saying 
eagerly — 

"I have offended you. I am the most un- 
lucky person in the world, I think. Forgive 
me for whatever I have said which you don't 
like. I hate myself for having vexed you." 

For a moment Peggy wavered. Souls were 
not saved by surrender to these childish instincts 
of self-preservation. But at last she opened the 
door. 

"Fm not vexed exactly," she said; "and of 
course I hope you will be able to find some nice 
work soon. Only . . . There's Nancy calling 
me. I must go." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

" I WISH you would marry me, Mamie. I really 
do wish you would." 

The manageress of some new and very smart 
tea-rooms in Sloane Street was standing in front 
of the looking-glass, preparing to depart at the 
end of her day's work. She made no immediate 
reply to this tender appeal, not because she 
wanted time for deliberation with regard to it, 
but because her mouth was full of pins. Also 
she was not hearing it quite for the first time. 

"We'd have an awfully good time together," 
went on Ralph Spencer, leaning back in an arm- 
chair and picking one of its tassels to pieces. 
"You should keep on these tea-rooms if you 
liked, and we'd go to every theatre and every 
race-meeting within fifty miles of London. I 
really believe you'd like it if you'd only agree to 
try." 

" Well, I don't mean to try, my young friend, 
so you can take that from me straight. You're 
young and pretty, and you give me some very 
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pretty presents — or at any rate you choose them, 
and the shopmen give them to you ; I hope they 
won't come down on me for the biUs. But as 
for marrying you, I'd a good deal sooner marry 
one of my own page-boys here. The pink- 
cheeked one, Jimmy Baldwin, has got quite as 
much money as you have, and would be a more 
useful companion for business purposes. It's 
very good of you to say you'd let me keep these 
rooms on, but if I didn't I don't quite see what 
would be left to keep us on. Also, to teU you 
the truth, I have my doubts sometimes whether 
you and that queer old chap, your father, always 
run quite straight. They tell me odd stories 
about your doings." 

"^They' means that disreputable chap Ark- 
wright, I suppose," said the young man sulkily. 
" My word, if it came to telling stories about 
one another I think it would be a fine race 
between us ! I'll tell you a few about him if 
you like, and I'll tell them to plenty of other 
people too." 

"You just take my advice and leave Jack 
Arkwright alone. If you start slandering him 
you won't come here any more. Let him alone, 
or I'll make you pay for it. I've wanted to tell 
you that for some time past." 
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" Could you honour me by teUing me why ? " 
asked the young man, shaking with rage. 

" Some orders require no explanation, as the 
Mayor of Glasgow said when he forbade High- 
landers in kilts to clean the upper windows of 
the Town Hall. You'll have to go without your 
explanation, or else do without me and my friends 
at WiUesden." 

Muttering anathemas, Mr. Spencer rose from 
his seat and prepared to follow the manageress 
out of the room. 

" Last time your dad was talking about you," 
she said, as she put the lights out, " he told me 
he was going to marry you to a young cousin of 
yours with a pile of money somewhere down in 
Surrey. Fm sorry for the girl ; but why don't 
you go and marry her ? . . . Oh, there is some- 
thing in it, is there ? " 

There was light enough left in the room for 
the woman to see the sudden flame of scarlet 
which lit up Mr. Spencer's cheeks at this remark. 

" What a sweep you are, Ralph ! " she went on 
calmly. "You come here making love to me, 
and telling me I'm spoiling your life by not 
marrying you, and occasionally borrowing a ten- 
pound-note or two to console yourself for your 
ruined career ; and the other half of the week 
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you are round the corner making love to some 
girl with five thousand a year, and beseeching 
her to marry you, and pretending, I daresay, that 
you only want her help in order to reform and 
be a good boy for the rest of your life ! " 

Mr. Spencer cursed vigorously but silently, 
wondering whether these last remarks were 
merely an extraordinary piece of guess-work, 
or whether his father had been round here 
earlier in the afternoon chattering volubly, as 
was his way, about everything which concerned 
himself and his son and most things which 
didn't. "There's no girl in Surrey," he said 
feebly, "and I've been promising nobody to 
reform, and I don't mean to change for anybody. 
I've had a very good time all my life, and I don't 
mean to change for anybody ; and if I haven't 
got five thousand a year I get five thousand 
pounds' worth of goods every year from some- 
where, and I don't want any more. I want you 
to come and share them, and if you would I'd 
marry you to-morrow. But if you won't, you 



won't." 



" I wonder what you'd say," said the woman, 
eyeing him seriously for a moment, " if I said 
yes, and told you to get a licence to-morrow 
morning and come round and marry me in the 
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afternoon ? Ah ! " — as Ralph*s tell-tale face 
showed the dismay which he felt at this sudden 
proposition — " that makes you jump a bit, 
doesn't it ? My word, my boy, you are a 
pretty damned sweep ! I know some sneaks 
and cads in London ; they come round here, 
and make love to me, and ask me to come 
and live with them, and propose to buy bogus 
shares for me with my money, and cadge lunch 
for nothing, and take me to second-class plays 
for which they've cadged tickets, and make them- 
selves agreeable in all sorts of ways like that. 
But for downright mean impudence, upon my 
wofd I think you take the cake over the lot. 
Now, if you don't want any more money or 
sixpenny cakes or brandies and sodas, would you 
mind coming out of this ? Jimmy and the girls 
are waiting to go home till I leave, and as they 
earn a very little money by a good deal of very 
hard work, I don't think I'll encroach on their 
free time even to please such an important and 
valuable customer as yourself. You're sure you 
don't want anything more ? No? Then come 
along ! " 

Writhing under these vigorously spoken com- 
ments, Ralph followed the young woman out of 
the./oom. At the door he put a hand on her 
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shoulder, and said in a caressing voice, of which 
he was master, "What's all this storm about, 
Mamie ? Just because someone's been telling 
you about some mythical girl to whom Fve been 
making mythical love ? It is too silly of you to 
believe such rot. I've been round here every 
spare hour of every spare day for the last year, 
and you might at least believe what I say." 

"I don't," said the woman more weakly, 
struggling against the thrill of animal pleasure 
which was running through her under Ralph's 
caresses. 

" You mean that you don't want to marry me, 
and, of course, you must say so if you meanjt ; 
but it's ridiculous to keep on telling me that I 
don't want to marry you." 

"I know you too well," she answered more 
weakly still ; " I don't really believe anything 
you say." Yet even as she spoke she came closer 
to him and let herself be kissed again and again. 
Her contempt for Ralph, real enough while it 
lasted, seemed unable to resist his professions of 
love for more than a few moments at a time. Also 
she was physically tired with a long day's work, 
and the man's arms were strong and his voice 
very soothing. Later on in the evening she 
would be horribly ashamed of herself for this 
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momentary surrender, but next day she would 
repeat it. After all, she told herself, he was at 
worst a weak, invertebrate creature, half in love 
with twenty women, and very likely with herself 
among them. Probably she could make him 
marry her at any moment if she really wanted 
to ; any of the twenty who chanced to be strong- 
minded like herself could do the same. There 
was no harm in taking his affection for what it 
was worth, and rather enjoying it, and doing him 
a few bits of kindness in return. 

Ralph Spencer went home to the Mount Street 
chambers, where he and his father lived together. 
They had both come up from Thames Ditton 
that morning, and were to dine that night with 
the Hartleys. " George and Son," as they were 
commonly called, were rather a good joke in that 
portion of London society which knew them 
and was not too particular about its dinner 
companions. They were shameless borrowers ; 
they would break every law, human and divine, 
for a hundred pounds. If they told you that 
a horse was going to win a race, the odds were 
considerable that they were in charge of a com- 
mission to lay against him, and that he would be 
scratched next week ; and when they joined a 
card party the other players took good-humoured 
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(though as it chanced in this matter unnecessary) 
precautions against being cheated. Nevertheless 
" George and Son " were too good company to 
be ignored for such trifling considerations as 
these. 

Mr. Spencer, senior, came in a few minutes 
before seven, and having administered a brandy 
and soda to himself sat down for a chat 

" I've squared them a|[ and left myself thirty 
pounds," he said, with a broad smile of satis- 
faction. "I'm a good hand at that kind of 
thing ; better than you, my boy. Your dad has 
a pathetic charm about his manner and language 
when he's asking someone to square a debt for 
half the money, which you have not yet attained 
to. Cultivate it, my son, and then ybu will go 
through life spending two thousand a year and 
paying one, and meeting nothing but smiles 
and gratitude. I give you my word of honour 
there was not one man to whom I offered half 
his money this afternoon who did not part from 
me the best of friends, and ready to give his life 
for me." 

" They had begun to doubt," said the younger 
man sardonically, "whether we were going to 
pay them anything ; so probably the half was a 
most agreeable surprise." 
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"Maybe, maybe," said the other genially; "but, 
Ralph, we must be very cautious now. We must 
pull up. If we get into a mess again, I can't 
imagine, on my honour, what we shall do. Your 
uncle showed, I regret to say, an extreme un- 
willingness to part even with this trifling sum, 
and he assured me very seriously that I could 
have no more till the autumn. We'll make very 
few more bets, though I think we'll have that 
pony on Ratcatcher next Friday at Sandown, be- 
cause nothing short of his breaking two legs 
could stop his winning." 

" And even then," added Ralph, " they'd wheel 
him home in front on a barrow. Hopper has 
bought every jockey in the race. That's the 
best of these Americans ; when they mean one of 
their brutes to win they don't trust to any such 
nonsense as the chance of his galloping fester 
than the others. They do business on saner 
lines. If the English turf gets fairly annexed by 
this American gang, you and I will be able to 
make a steady and comfortable ten thousand a 
year with no trouble at all. I call fellows like 
that a blessing to society." 

" Yes ; but, mind you, we must be very 
careful with them," said the elder man, looking 
unusually serious ; " they're very easily oflTended, 
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and they're not very easily entertained. They 
despise all English theatres ; they cut up rough 
as often as not over a risky story ; they've been 
stuffed with good luncheons and dinners ever 
since the monthly nurse gave them up, and 
wouldn't give a farthing for the best meal which 
the Carlton could give you ; and they don't care 
a cent to meet all the artists and actors and 
writers in London. Across the water, from 
what I can make out, they seem to hire chaps 
of that sort by the month to write puffs of new 
railways and improved sausage-machines. You 
remember when we asked Hopper to meet that 
fellow Power, who had written that rather hot 
novel, and you asked Hopper afterwards whether 
they had many writers of that sort in the States, 
he said : * Hell ! yes, lots of them, but we keep 
them in gaol most of the time.' Now look here, 
my boy, we've got a quiet half-hour ; just tell 
me whether you were able to make a satisfactory 
beginning with your cousin. I hope you made 
an effort. It's far the best thing I can see for 
you just at present. Your uncle loves both of 
us, and as for the girls, you and Trevor are the 
only men they know. It ought to be a walk- 
over for you." 

"The girl's not seventeen yet," said Ralph 
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uneasily, and unwilling, for some reason which 
he could scarcely understand himselfj^ to repeat 
what had passed in the aviary that morning. 

" Pooh, pooh, my son ! IVe known girls 
married and divorced at that age. You needn't 
marry her to-morrow, or even propose to her 
yet ; I only want you to b^n serious work." 

"Well, I began it,*' said Ralph reluctantly, 
" and I think the girl caught on at last, though 
it took some time to make her understand what 
I was doing. She told me she wanted me to 
reform and get some work to do. Also," added 
the young man, with a feint smile, " she seemed 
to think that I was rather in a bad way so long 
as I stayed with you, and she wanted me to 
leave you." 

"Quite right." Mr. Spencer, senior, beamed 
approvingly. " They always do like that. It's a 
fixed idea in every girl's mind that if a youngster 
lives with his father, and the fether occasionally 
strolls down to Newmarket, that youngster is 
lost. I hope you told her you could only reform 
if she would take an interest in your life and 
watch over you ? " 

" Well, I did," said Ralph, smiling rather un- 
willingly, " and she seemed impressed at first ; 
but afterwards, for some reason which I couldn't 
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understand, she seemed suddenly to suspect 
something wrong, and cleared out." 

" Ah, a girl's instinct is the very devil at that 
age. You must be careful ; you mustn't let that 
happen again if you can help it. Talk a good 
deal ; don't give them too much time to think or 
to understand their own impressions. A long 
silence is a more telling thing on the shady side 
of thirty — at least you know where you are with 
results in that case. Lord knows what a girl of 
sixteen thinks if you leave her alone, or what 
she'll find out about you if you let her study 
you without speaking." 

Accustomed as he was to the open speech and 
coarse words in which his father discussed their 
adventures, something in this conversation jarred 
very offensively on Ralph's mind. It was such 
a very few hours ago that he had been looking 
at the serene innocence and goodness of the 
young fece which had been turned to his with 
words of sympathy and counsel, that such 
language offended him extremely. He moved 
impatiently in his chair, frowning slightly, and 
maintaining a frigid silence. George Spencer 
glanced at his son, and noted the symptoms with 
amusement. The youngster was beginning, ap- 
parently, to fall in love with the person whom 
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it was eminently desirable that he should marry. 
So much the better. Any other incitements to 
marry this girl which George Spencer could put 
in the boy's way should certainly be put there. 

Dinner that night was rather an uncomfortable 
function. The host treated " George and Son " 
rather rudely, considering apparently that when 
you have provided a good joke for your com- 
pany you must make it play. Even before 
dinner began Mr. Spencer, senior, could be 
heard muttering wrathfuUy, "For twopence I'd 
take him up and dust the floor with him." As 
a succession of jests were launched at him, George 
began to use language under his breath which 
must have considerably troubled his recording 
angel ; and by the end of dinner his recording 
angel had taken to shorthand. Once or twice the 
man was on the point of refusing any further work 
for the new Willesden racecourse, and when the 
absurdity of such a proceeding recurred to his 
mind he merely resolved to damage it as much 
as possible. Hartley was one of those irritating 
persons who, fully realising that a great deal of 
dirty work had to be done in connection with 
their schemes, appoint someone else to do it, and 
then chaff the unhappy worker about every un- 
savoury detail of his labour. George and Ralph 
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had to listen to a score of objectionable questions 
about all the music-hall folk whom they had 
persuaded to come down to the races, and 
especially to a series of questions about Miss 
Mellar, whose tea-rooms would be a great centre 
of advertisement for the new racecourse. Why 
was she willing to come herself and bring all 
her customers ? And how had George induced 
her to fill her rooms with advertisements ? A 
roar of laughter greeted questions and answers ; 
and Ralph half rose from his seat once or twice, 
flashing looks of rage round the company till an 
entreating glance from his father induced him to 
sit down. Neither father nor son could afford 
to offend this host or any of his present guests, 
and they sat through the long after-dinner wine^ 
drinking in repressed fury. Gentlemen who live 
on nothing a year are obliged, you see, to pay 
something somehow for the goods which they 
consume. 
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CHAPTER V. 

In the course of the summer and winter the 
Willesden Racecourse Company became an ac- 
complished fact. The North-Western Railway 
Company, two bookmakers, three or four race- 
horse owners who saw their way to obtaining a 
certain desirable amount of control over the 
conditions of races here, and a few outsiders, 
provided the requisite capital ; the club obtained 
a (numerically) respectable membership, and a 
licence for the racecourse was granted by the 
Jockey Club with the usual casual indifference. 
"What on earth were you chaps getting into 
such a state of excitement about ? " asked the 
Duke of Suffolk in amazement. " Why should 
you suppose there was any chance of a licence 
being refused ? Are licences ever refused ? If 
there are fifty racecourses within forty miles of 
the proposed new one, isn't that considered rather 
an argument in favour of granting a licence for 
the fifty-first ? As we have abandoned any pre- 
tence of control over the race meetings, and 
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haven't the slightest scruple in allowing two or 
three meetings a day to take place where we 
can't possibly look after them, why should you 
suppose that we shall suddenly refuse to license 
another ? If this pays, start another at Harrow ; 
and if that pays, start another at every station 
on the North- Western down to Rugby, I look 
forward to the time when every village in England 
with a population of over a thousand shall have 
its racecourse, and six days' racing a year." 

Two or three times during the autumn George 
and his son had been down to Thames Ditton, 
but Ralph was beginning to notice that they were 
never invited down there, but always themselves 
telegraphed a suggestion that they should come 
down to lunch or dinner. He was so absorbed 
in his new work that he did not care very par- 
ticularly about this fact, which merely served to 
confirm his notion that he had not left a very 
good impression on Peggy during his visit in 
June. Her seventeenth birthday came at 
Christmas time, and by careful management 
and a little borrowing he managed to collect 
twenty pounds and buy her a pearl and tur- 
quoise necklet. He was about to despatch 
this one evening, with a letter full of hints 
and regrets and delicate compliments, when to 

69 



Digitized 



by Google 



George and Son 

his very great satisfection an invitation came 
for himself and his father to go down to Thames 
Ditton for Christmas week. It was accepted, 
of course, and George Spencer, who had com- 
pletely forgotten his matrimonial intentions with 
regard to Ralph, suddenly recollected them and 
gave the young man much good advice. The 
girl was now practically grown up ; he was to be 
much more respectful in his manner, much more 
open in his speech. She would expect flattery 
and grown-up compliments and conversation, 
so he was to give her all these, with a judicious 
mingling of references to their 'past friendship, 
and numerous eloquent hopes for a closer friend- 
ship in the future. He must catch her alone 
in the conservatory one evening, and take her 
hand, while dwelling on reminiscences of their 
youth ; then, while keeping a firm hold on her 
hand, he must eflTect a slow transition into grace- 
ful and artistic lovemaking. This must be re- 
peated at frequent intervals, and if possible 
a proposal should be managed during the visit. 
Ralph listened to the fluent lecture in disrespect- 
ful astonishment, and at last could not help 
laughing. 

"Be my ambassador, father," he said at 
last. "There isn't an owner, trainer, or' 
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bookmaker in the country who can resist your 
persuasion, so how could Peggy help herself? 
Why don't you marry her ? Or say that I 
marry Peggy, and you marry Nancy ? For my- 
self, I cannot help having a slight preference for 
Nellie Dawson ; you know Dawson the coach- 
man's pretty daughter ? And there's one point 
especially in her favour : she'd have me, and the 
other girl wouldn't." 

" A man may not marry his uncle's coachman's 
daughter, my boy," said Mr. Spencer. " That's 
within the forbidden degrees. Don't you be an 
ass, but go and do your duty." 

The invitation to " George and Son " to spend 
Christmas at Thames Ditton had not been des- 
patched without a good deal of discussion. It 
Tiad been suggested by Peggy, received by Sir 
Henry with a slight frown, been violently 
opposed by Mr. Trevor, and coldly supported 
by Nancy, more because the latter did not care 
openly to oppose Peggy than for any other 
reason. Sir Henry did not like to neglect his 
brother just when for the first time in his life he 
had obtained some congenial and nevertheless 
respectable work ; but his mind misgave him 
when he watched the growing beauty and more 
and more erratic moods of his elder daughter, 
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and thought of Trevor's warnings. The invita- 
tion, however, was an annual one, and on reflec- 
tion Sir Henry could not find sufficient reason 
for withholding it. 

Miss Nancy Spencer, who was given to strong 
language, said to herself at the end of two days 
of this visit that the devil had entered into Ralph 
and Peggy, and that she wished the two gentle- 
men — father and son — had been drowned before 
they had come down here. The young man was 
with her sister always ; he was subdued, graceful, 
serious, considerate of every whim of both girls, 
paying filial attention to his father and graceful 
attentions to his uncle. Nancy was as rude as 
she dared to be, and Ralph looked up in pained 
surprise, putting her in the wrong every time. 
She lost her head, abusing Ralph to her sister 
during their night talks, and Peggy reproved her 
gravely, defending the young man more earnestly 
every evening. The little comedy became a 
tragedy one night when Nancy asserted with 
hysterical tears that her sister was falling in love 
with this oflTensive youth ; and Peggy, instead 
of denying the fact, soothed her with gentle 
words. Then the little lady grew suddenly 
quiet and very serious, and next morning 
went in alarm to her father, who after listeil- 
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ing to her narrative repaired immediately to his 
brother. 

" I want to speak to you about a rather serious 
business, George. Has Ralph ever said anything 
to you about Peggy ? " 

« No. What should he say ? " 

" Some childish love aiFair seems to have 
been going on. I can't have that, you know." 

**That strikes me as improbable," said the 
other, with great elation on his face. "What 
makes you think so ? Surely Ralph hasn't said 
anything to you ? " 

" It may be a fancy of mine," said the other. 
** In case of its ever becoming reality I think 
I had better tell you that I wouldn't allow such a 
business for a single moment. The stern parent 
isn't much in my line, but I shall learn the part 
and play it for all I'm worth if any aiFair of that 
kind develops. Would it be prudent to give 
Ralph a hint to that effect ? I wouldn't like him 
to get ideas into his head and then have to 
pull them out again. I am told it hurts a good 
deal at his age." 

" I'm told that talking to anybody under such 
circumstances is the very mischief. Do leave 
it all alone." 

"Sir Henry turned a very grave face to his 
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brother. Suspicion and displeasure were con- 
tending together in the look. Naturally George 
wished to encourage the lad, and he was showing 
his hand rather openly now. A sudden feeling 
of violent, impatient anger filled the mind of the 
elder man ; he had done wrong not to pay more 
heed to Trevor's warning last June ; he had 
done wrong to indulge his own idle desire for 
a little cheap amusement, by letting these two 
radically immoral men come down to his house 
and thrust themselves into the intimate and 
private lives of his daughters. He spoke now 
in a serious, stern voice, which had the un- 
accountable effect of raising George's spirits to 
the highest point of delighted excitement. The 
impression gained by George was that his brother 
was discussing this family affair in a fittingly 
sober manner, for Henry dwelt considerably on 
Peggy's youth and Ralph's uncertain prospects, 
and in his careful courtesy would not give any 
other reason for his emphatic refusal to consider 
an engagement between the two. His courtesy 
might have failed him for a moment if he could 
have heard the report of this conversation which 
George immediately carried to his son, and which 
represented Sir Henry as saying that he would 
rather the young pair waited a little longer before 
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any definite engagement took place. Ralph was 
sufficiently acquainted with his father's style of 
quotation to discount this information pretty 
liberally, but he supposed that his uncle really 
had said something of the sort, or at any rate 
had bben discussing the possibility of the mar- 
riage ; and he began to feel a certain amount of 
nervous pleasure in the situation. 

But Peggy puzzled him hopelessly ; his idea 
of a schoolgirl of seventeen was that she did 
lessons for six hours a day, read books about 
other schoolgirls, and giggled excitedly when a 
young man came into her neighbourhood. Now, 
Peggy did lessons certainly, but she read books 
of which Ralph could barely understand the titles, 
and wanted to discuss them while she was 
bicycling with him ; and she never giggled. 
Also she had theories about the duties of life, 
which flurried him considerably when she began 
to consider aloud how far his own life squared 
with them. It became too early apparent that 
they did not, and the little lady was displeased 
and said so. When he spoke about his hard 
work she looked at him scrutinisingly, with 
questions about the work itself, and some slight 
expressions of disapproval when she heard the 
answers. Ralph answered humbly that it was 
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the only thing he could get to do ; she had told 
him to work, and he had obeyed, taking the first 
work which offered itself, and the only kind 
of which he was capable ; he had hoped she 
would be pleased. Peggy glanced round with 
apology and approval in her eyes, and Ralph, 
being fairly well satisfied with his speech, and 
having learnt that conversation on this topic 
with Miss Peggy was a risky and dangerous 
business from which it was hardly possible to 
emerge without disaster, was silently grateful 
for his present success, and hastily changed the 
subject. 

But the young person, whose mind was to her 
cousin the most unaccountable piece of mechanism 
ever found in a human frame, returned to this 
awkward topic one afternoon after tea. The 
two were sitting alone in the hall, which was lit 
only by a big fire and a small reading-lamp. 
They had been talking trifles about London 
pantomimes, and had fallen into silence for a 
few moments. Ralph watched the grave young 
face, with its pink-tinted cheeks and serious grey 
eyes, and saw that something was coming. 

" I have been thinking about your new Willes- 
den Company all this morning," said Peggy at 
last. " Does it do nothing except manage a race- 
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course ? Don't you have to look after land or 
houses or anything else ? " 

" Look after anything else ! My dear Peggy, 
I assure you there's quite enough to do to satisfy 
us!" 

" But it seems to me such a dreadful thing," 
said the girl in her quietly emphatic voice, *^for 
anyone like you to give up your whole brains 
and all your life to providing some not very nice 
people with a not very nice amusement. Of 
course, I don't know much about racing, except 
what I hear from father and Mr. Trevor and 
Uncle George ; but you all say nowadays, don't 
you, that English racecourses have become very 
disreputable ? " 

" No, I don't think that. Of course it's rather 
a bore that a lot of American chaps, who have 
been kicked out of their own country, should 
come over here, and thieve and swindle and make 
themselves a nuisance, and teach their disreput- 
able tricks to a lot of English trainers and 
jockeys. But they are very short-lived pests ; 
they will get fired out pretty soon, and then we 
shall go on all right again." 

" Well, perhaps ; though father doesn't think 
so, nor does Lord Aston, who was staying here 
last week, and told me a lot about it. Can't 
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you get anything else to do ? I wish you could, 
Ralph." 

"It's really quite true what I told you," 
answered the young man, beginning to speak 
impatiently, but at once checking himself; 
" there's no other work I'm good for. You see, 
for all those professions like the law and things 
of that kind, you have to read a great lot and 
pass half a score of exams. You can't even 
farm without learning something about it ; and 
I don't know the difference between an Ayrshire 
cow and a Guernsey one. Do you ? " 

"No," said the child, with a slight grave 
smile ; " but there are other things. Can't you 
write?" 

" I suppose I could write a novel ; but every 
fellow you meet in London nowadays is doing 
that. Also I could review books and criticise 
plays ; but so long as the provincial grammar 
schools keep on sending a feir proportion of 
their half-educated boys up to London, I sup- 
pose the newspapers will continue to employ 
them in that department as they do now ; and, 
anyhow, I shouldn't think there's much money 
in it. All other kinds of newspaper work 
and literary work want a certain amount of 
knowledge — of politics, or foreign affairs, or 
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something. I know nothing about any of 
them." 

" Couldn't you emigrate ? " 

" It must surely matter quite as much to know 
the difference between an Ayrshire and Guernsey 
cow in Australia as it does in Sussex. So what 
could I do in Australia any more than here ? " 

"But, Ralph, why don't you learn something 
while you are working for this company ? Then 
when you are ready to do something else you 
could leave this racing business and go to some- 
thing better." 

"But you know, Peggy, there's one point 
about my work in that company which you have 
forgotten. There's a good bit of money attached 
to it, and it's rather nice to have a little bit of 
money. It enables one," added the young man, 
considering that it was now time to change the 
subject again, "to give small presents to one's 
cousin on her birthday. Look here, I've been 
keeping this in my pocket all day, waiting for a 
chance to give it to you. It isn't anything much, 
but I should be rather pleased to think that my 
little cousin and friend was wearing something 
of mine occasionally, and thinking of me now 
and then when she put it on." 

" Oh, Ralph, it's very kind of you to buy me 
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presents ! I didn't know you'd remembered my 
birthday till you heard Nancy talk about it this 
morning." 

" Well, dear, you see I did." 

Peggy stretched out her hand and took the 
round white box and opened it. She held it 
open for a moment, letting the firelight shine 
over its contents ; then she took out the necklet 
and hung it over her finger, looking at it more 
closely. Her face was rather a curious study 
during the silent minute which elapsed before she 
spoke. A child's pure pleasure at receiving a 
birthday present gave place when she opened the 
box to a look of admiration for the beautiful 
jewel inside it. Then the admiration died away, 
and a curious play of feelings went on which 
Ralph could not read. He could only see that 
her pleasure had gone, and that she was looking 
serious again and slighdy uneasy. 

Suddenly she put the necklet back in its box, 
and shook her head, and handed the box back to 
Ralph with an appealing and rather frightened 
look. "You mustn't be angry with me," she 
said very gendy, "but I couldn't take such a 
present as that. Indeed, I couldn't possibly take 
it. I — I can't help wishing rather that you hadn't 
bought it. Indeed, you mustn't give it to me." 
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"But, Peggy," said the young man in blank 
dismay, " the thing's really not such a great matter 
as all that. Truly, it's nothing. Do please take 
it." 

The girl opened the box again, half hoping for 
a moment that the jewels might be imitation ; 
but she caught sight of the name of a famous 
maker on the lid, and shut the box up resolutely 
and put it down on the table. " If you like me 
and want to do something really kind to me 
now," she said in a low, very decided voice, " you 
will put the box back in your pocket and say 
nothing more about it to me or anyone. I am 
very sorry to be so unkind, but nothing would 
induce me to take it." 

"Very well, I will do it. Naturally I don't 
want to vex you. Hallo, there's Nancy. Let's 
put the lamp out and tell ghost stories." 

Nancy was not told what had happened that 
afternoon, but she found to her intense annoy- 
ance that Peggy's kindness to her cousin had 
redoubled. Peggy felt, indeed, that she could 
not do too much to make up for her refusal of 
the present, and to show her Approval of the 
quiet and amiable manner in which Ralph had 
accepted hef decision. Also the conversations of 
the past two or three days had filled her mind 
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again with concern about Ralph's future, as if it 
were a matter for which she was responsible. 
He listened to her advice so readily, asked it so 
reasonably, and acted upon it apparently whenever 
he had the chance, so that she could hardly help 
feeling some pleasure in her talks with him. 
The strong element of vanity, which can mostly 
be found in such natures, was stirred by her 
cousin's deference ; and the success of her 
attempts to save this soul produced the most 
intense excitement in her mind. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

There are numerous incidents in men's and 
women's lives which have a detached, haphazard 
appearance, and no seeming result or connection 
with anything else, just as you may see the waves 
of an incoming tide run aside into little creeks 
and inlets, and, having filled them, stand still. 
Only when you look back afterwards do you see 
that the creeks are obliterated, and that the 
wavelets which ran into them were a part of the 
tide, which has now blotted them out. And at 
the end of a year the small incidents of this or 
that month have become part of a steadily-moving, 
consistently-working drama, which is changing 
the face of your life. Sir Henry talked with his 
brother about Peggy, and nothing particular 
happened ; Ralph bought a pearl necklet for 
Peggy, and she gave it him back again, and 
nothing particular happened. The visit of 
George Spencer and his son was only to last a 
week, so Sir Henry did not think it worth while 
to take any more steps; for the same reason 
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Nancy was quiescent, and for the same reason 
Peggy spent as much time as possible with Ralph, 
consoling him for her rejection of the jewel, and 
carrying out her scheme for his salvation. It 
was a very earnest young person, this Miss Peggy, 
with a trick of getting deeply interested in her 
own good works, and Ralph looked on at his 
own conversion with a certain bewildered admira- 
tion and liking for the preacher, which sometimes 
made him rather ashamed of his own proceedings ; 
from which one might conclude that Peggy's work 
had some results, cfven if they were inadequate to 
the force expended. In good truth Mr. Ralph 
Spencer's soul was not worth saving ; no re- 
spectable company of spirits would be at all 
likely to feel any gratitude to a preacher who 
had whitewashed it just sufficiendy for introduc- 
tion into their presence. 

Another incident in the life at Thames Ditton 
was Mrs. Anstruther. She came down one day 
to lunch — a proud and stately, but withal witty 
soul, with thirty-five summers over her head, and 
a comfortable share of this world's goods, and a 
reasonable prospect of a comfortable place in the 
next if unending kindness and amiability could 
assure it. She had a small house in Upper 
Grosvenor Street, at which she lunched occasion- 
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ally on her way to or from different country 
houses, and where she stayed for a few nights 
in June while her small country cottage at 
Sunningdale was made hideous to her by Ascot 
week. Otherwise her life was spent in visiting 
friends and curing all their infirmities of body 
and mind. Her property, besides the houses 
above mentioned and certain comfortable sums 
of money in mortgages and preference stocks, 
included two small children of seven and eight, 
who were bringing her up, as she complained, so 
strictly and firmly that she was in daily fear 
of their sending her to school. 

Mrs. Ansti-uther "took in*^ George and Son 
during lunch on the day of her arrival. She had 
a habit, intensely disconcerting to men like 
George Spencer, though rather soothing to most 
others, of sitting extremely still and listening 
very intently and speaking very quietly. When 
George had boomed out a few sentences to her 
his voice grew involuntarily lower, and he began 
to hesitate and even to pause for her replies, 
and listen to them when given ; an honour which 
he extended to few ladies of his acquaintance. 
She had met the man once or twice before, but 
had hardly spoken to him, and on account 
of various things which she had recently heard 
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she was rather curious to make his acquaintance. 
She studied him closely, and Sir Henry watched 
her, wondering with a good deal of curiosity 
what she was thinking of him. Sir Henry had 
spent a good deal of time during the last year, 
since he had known her, in wondering what 
Mrs. Anstruther thought of people. He said 
he was looking forward with considerable interest 
to the Judgment Day, in order that he might find 
out. 

Mrs. Anstruther spent an hour after lunch 
with the two girls in their sitting-room, and by 
judicious silences elicited all the information she 
wanted about Ralph*s proceedings and Peggy*s 
opinions thereon. She had heard something 
about the young man's intentions from a man- 
friend to whom George Spencer had^ been talking. 
George talked to a good many men-fiiends on 
a good many subjects ; there was no subject 
on earth in which he was concerned about which 
the most casual acquaintance might not hear 
everything if he cared to listen. Only when the 
subject was an unusually delicate one did George 
preface his world-wide confidences by a request 
that his companion for the moment would regard 
the matter as a secret between themselves. In 
the case of this marriage, which he proposed 
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to arrange between his son and Peggy, he had 
seldom even thought it worth while to ask for 
secrecy, so the marriage had become a popular 
joke in his set ; and since George did not confine 
himself to a very strict statement of the actual 
fects. Sir Henry was supposed to be a consenting 
party to the arrangement, and numerous un- 
flattering opinions were expressed of his common 
sense. Mrs. Anstruther, who knew him rather 
well, was puzzled by what seemed to be a con- 
firmation of these stories. Here was the young 
man making love to Peggy, and Peggy deeply 
interested in the young man ; George shouting 
frantic encouragement to his son to ^*^go in and 
win," and Sir Henry looking placidly on. This 
was apparently a case for decisive feminine inter- 
ference. Yet it was rather an awkward business 
for an outsider to meddle with, and Mrs. 
Anstruther went back to London after tea with- 
out speech on the subject ; her visit remaining, 
apparently, an unimportant incident in Peggy's 
daily life. 

George and Son returned to town on the 
following afternoon, and sat down in their sitting- 
room, as their manner was, to make up the 
profit-and-loss account of their recent visit. 

" You've made great progress, my boy," said 
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George, with an intensely satisfied air. " Really 
towards the end of this week I was beginning 
to wonder whether you mightn't propose to her. 
Henry would not allow any marriage to take 
place for another year, or perhaps two, but there 
is no harm in making certain about these things, 
and a girl like that would regard an engagement 
as absolutely sacred. You're getting quite fond 
of her yourself, aren't you ? " 

"I like her very much," answered Ralph, 
speaking slowly and unwillingly. He would 
have liked to tell his father to hold his tongue 
and mind his own business, but he had answered 
the latter's questions for so many years that 
he could not at once get out of the habit of 
doing it. 

"And I think she returns your aiFections,'* 
said George pompously. "How did she like 
the necklet ? " 

"So far from returning my affections," an- 
swered the young man, "she returned the 
necklet. What am I to do with it ? " 

" What on earth did she do that for } Had 
someone else given her a better one ? " 

"Said I couldn't afford to buy such a thing, 
and that I must want the money for much more 
serious things." 
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" Then why on earth didn't you tell her that 
Fd given you part of the money, and that you'd 
only paid half the price, and weren't obliged to 
pay the rest till May ? If she's so business-like, 
she'd appreciate an arrangement like that, and 
admire you for it. You needn't have told her 
that I arranged it for you." 

" She might possibly have called it dishonest. 
Some of her views about the financial arrange- 
ments of life would simply amaze you. She 
hasn't an idea, for instance," said Ralph, laughing 
rather nervously, "that you or I owe a penny 
to anybody ; and when I said something once 
about another fellow owing some money, she 
launched out about debts in the most extra- 
ordinary way." 

"Naturally, naturally," answered George ex- 
cusingly. "If you and I had ten thousand a 
year, and weren't obliged to get into debt, we 
should disapprove of the system too. But you 
should have made her take that necklace. Pm 
very sorry you have brought that home with you 
instead of leaving it in her dressing-case." 

" She simply wouldn't take it." 

« Wouldn't take it ? " shouted George. " The 
girl's seventeen, and hasn't a piece of jewellery 
worth a shilling — Nancy told you so in Septem- 
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ber — and you tell me she wouldn't take it ! 
I daresay you only asked her once, and when 
she refused it, so as to have a little more fuss 
about it, I suppose you calmly put it back in 
your pocket and said no more. How furious 
she must have been ! Well, mind you take it 
with you next time you go down there, and tell 
her you haven't paid for it if you think that 
will help matters, and mind you don't bring 
it away with you again. I haven't much success 
of my own to report ; I could only get forty 
pounds out of your uncle. It's rather awkward, 
isn't it ? Mason told me very positively that 
he wouldn't allow the rent of these rooms to 
get into arrears again by a single quarter, so 
he will be round here clamouring for seventy- 
five pounds in a few days. Also that thief 
Randall says he won't renew that ;;^i5o bill 
again unless we give him £$0 on account." 

Ralph Spencer sighed very wearily. He had 
none of his father's buoyancy or power of con- 
templating, immediate ruin with a light-hearted 
smile. The week at Ditton Court, with its old- 
world beauty and matter-of-course luxury and 
refinement, and careless fellow-guests, had been 
a very pleasant one, and it was a dreadful change 
to come back to this monotonously sordid life of 
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debts and duns and perpetual alarms. Every 
time that he crossed the threshold of these rooms 
from a visit of even a few hours to some com- 
fortable, contented house like Ditton Court, and 
looked round the cosdy furniture — not a stick of 
which reaUy belonged to either him or his father 
— and picked up half a dozen letters which re- 
minded him of this fact, his spirits sank into 
dreadful depths of depression, and he moved 
wearily about, unable to take the slightest in- 
terest in any detail of life. He was getting very 
listless and dull. Nothing in or out of the 
house interested him. His new work, which 
had seemed to be a sporting, open-air kind of 
occupation, entailing no sterner duty than read- 
ing the sporting papers rather more carefully and 
visiting racecourses rather oftener, had resolved 
itself into hard, dreary office work. Innumer- 
able letters had to be written, innumerable dry 
business details had to be attended to ; he might 
have been in a City accountant's office checking 
the annual report of a telegraph company for 
any gambling excitement which he got out of 
his present work. The pay which he received 
was a drop in the stormy sea of his father's 
expenditure, and financially the only benefit 
which he received from his new occupation was 
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that during a certain number of hours of the 
day he was unable to spend any money. 

The boy got up from his seat now, and walked 
about the room, looking at his father occasion- 
ally with a mixture of envy and irritation. He 
would have given a good deal for half an hour's 
quiet just now ; his mind had been curiously 
affected by the hours spent with his cousin, and 
he would have liked to sit down and think about 
them. A sudden impatient wish that he might 
have a sitting-room to himself came over him, 
coupled with a maddening feeling that there was 
not the remotest chance of such solitude for years 
to come. This man's foolishly hopeful talk about 
his affairs struck Ralph this evening as more out- 
rageously silly and more shamelessly immoral 
than anything he had ever heard. George's loud, 
cheerful voice was getting on his nerves ; it 
seemed to wind round him, to follow him all 
over the room like a shower of blows. He felt 
as if he was standing with his forehead against 
a red-hot bar while someone stabbed his spinal 
cord with a knife. Glancing up suddenly, George 
found his son looking at him with a desperate, 
hunted look on his face, which made the elder 
man stop talking for three whole seconds. The 
effect of this was as if someone had caught hold 
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of Niagara Falls and held them still for a 
moment. 

" You're quite upset about that necklace, aren't 
you, old boy ? " shouted George cheerfully after 
the pause. " It's a shame of me to begin talking 
about this herd of damned money-lenders when 
you're so worried. Let's think what we can do 
to get the two girls up here for an afternoon 
this week, so that you may see Peggy and have 
another talk with her. We'll soon put things 
straight." 

** No, don't ; pray, don't," said Ralph, with an 
irrepressible groan ; " for heaven's sake, don't 
interfere. I'd rather manage the affair myself. 
I know her so much better than you do." 

"Don't you think it, my son," said George, 
with a chuckle. "I know the creatures' minds 
as well as if I'd been down there with a candle. 
And how on earth, do you suppose you can 
manage the affair if you're really in love with the 
girl ? I'd no idea you were taken like that. 
Leave it all to me, and you shall take her to see 
the St. Leger for a honeymoon expedition." 

" I shall do nothing of the kind. You really 
mustn't interfere." 

"Yes, yes. You're a bit hipped now, but 
you'll soon get right. We'll have the girls up 
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to London on Friday or Saturday and take them 
somewhere. I might go round to the Champagne 
Club to-night and make Lottie give me a box at 
the Palace for Saturday afternoon. Oh, I don't 
know about that ; it wo\ild be awkward if she 
came to see us after her *turn/ and began to 
chaff you about that Richmond business. Be- 
sides, Henry might have feds about their going 
to the Palace. Perhaps the Garrick pantomime 
would be better. I haven't seen it, but they 
always have the best Christmas show in Ldndon 
there. What do you think ? " 

"Damn!" 

" Well, well ; the doctor never asks his patient 
what he thinks of the remedies. By Jove! it's 
half-past seven, and I promised to be at the 
Carlton at a quarter to eight. I must dress in 
record time." 

"Look here, father, I can't and won't have 
anything more done about Peggy." 

" Yes, yes, my son ; I understand all about 
it. Good night. And mind you put in a good 
word for Willesden with the Warners to-night. 
We must talk to everyone. Silence is always 
a dreary business, but it's positively dishonest 
now." 

The company of Mr. George Spencer, when 
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it did not rouse one to a frenzy of insensate fury, 
produced a rather pleasing kind of lethargy such 
as a man might feel who was sitting on the top 
of an avalanche as it slid down a Jungfrau 
precipice ; there was nothing to be done except 
to sit there as comfortably as possible and await 
results. Ralph went to his dinner party and sat 
there, gloomy but resigned, drinking a good deal 
of champagne, and grateful at least for the fact 
that the company did not include his father. 

The temporary offices of the Willesden Race- 
course being in Knightsbridge, close to Tattersall's, 
Ralph lunched as a rule in Miss Mellar*s tea- 
rooms in Sloane Street, where everything that 
he wanted was brought to him without his 
asking for it, and nothing which he did not 
want — the bill for example — ^was ever intruded 
on his notice. The day after his return from 
Thames Ditton Ralph did a morning's work of 
a more than usually dreary description. Com- 
plaints were pouring in about the conditions 
of the new Ten-Thousand-Pound race, the 
money for which, as was indignantly pointed 
out, was almost entirely subscribed by the 
owners of the horses. Ralph answered each 
letter lengthily and politely, stating that for the 
first year or two of its existence the new com- 
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pany meant to proceed very cautiously, but that 
kter on the added money would be largely in- 
creased ; in the meantime he ventured to point 
out that the owner was practically taking a bet 
of ten thousand to a hundred pounds about his 
horse winning a certain race, which was a very 
good bet at very feir odds. Having explained 
all this sixteen or seventeen times, and despatched 
a score of prospectuses with a polite note inside 
each, and interviewed two or three trainers who 
had promised their patronage on certain impos- 
sible conditions, and acknowledged the receipt of 
various sums of money, Mr. Spencer went out 
to luncheon in a very depressed frame of mind. 

Two ladies were sitting at a small table, with 
some csufs a la turque and a botde of champagne 
between them ; they hailed Ralph with noisy 
delight, and he went over to their table very 
grateful for the distraction. Next to a meal 
with his father, solitary eating was Ralph's worst 
idea of misery. Lottie Tellson, the famous 
comic singer, introduced him to her present 
companion, a highly-dressed, highly-scented, and 
highly-painted lady of Spanish birtJi and Ameri- 
can breeding, who had taken Paris by storm by 
living in a large iflat in the Champs Elysees and, 
with her own fair hand, braining every man who 
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came to ask her for the rent. She had been 
dancing — or rather sprawling about the stage — 
and screaming widess songs at a London music- 
hall for the past fortnight, but had not yet found 
her way to the heart of her audiences ; and was 
wondering whether she had better set fire to the 
stage, undress on it, or throw all the furniture 
of her Savoy rooms out of the window, and the 
manager after it, in order to advertise herself. 
The conversation began in rather a loud voice 
and grew louder, though its subject-matter was 
rather of the kind which suggested the propriety 
of beginning in a low voice and ending in a 
whisper. The adventures of the Spanish young 
woman, as narrated by herself, were told, how- 
ever, in language not immediately comprehensible 
to the other occupants of the room, who could 
not unfortunately catch the point of a story which 
began in American gutter-slang, larded with 
Spanish oaths, and finished in English gutter- 
slang, larded with French oaths ; but the young 
woman's rising voice conveyed various words to 
a distant portion of the room where a man who 
knew rather more than his neighbours about the 
purlieus of the Folies Bergere happened to be 
lunching with two ladies. He complained, and 
Miss Mellar came round to Ralph's table in 
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person to suggest that the Spanish anecdotes 
should be confined to the table at which they 
were being told. The narrator, however, who 
was of a playful disposition and slightly ac- 
quainted with Miss Mellar, took the latter 
gently but firmly round the waist, pulled her 
on to her knee and proceeded to put some 
spoonfuls of strawberry ice down her neck. 
The manageress resisted, Lottie Tellson shouted 
encoiu-agement to the pair of them indiscrimi- 
nately, and Ralph got up from his seat to effect 
a separation. As he did so he saw Mrs. 
Anstruther come into the room. 

Probably she would not have noticed him, 
being engaged in a hurried search for the door 
through which she had just passed, and the 
precise situation of which she had forgotten in 
the terrified amazement inspired by the scene 
before her ; but unluckily the young man stood 
upright with a flaming countenance, and bowed 
to her. Why he did this he could not imagine 
afterwards, but at the moment he, perhaps, 
believed that she was looking at him instead of 
only in his direction, and that he had better 
pretend to be an ordinary visitor in the room, 
interfering in the melee as a policeman might 
(and ought to) do. The result was unfortunate, 
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for Mrs. Anstruther, recognising him, returned 
his greeting with a very small, frigid bow, and 
the contest being now at an end, sat down at a 
distant table and asked for some lunch. If Ralph 
had any notion of going up to her table and 
attempting to explain matters, it was frustrated by 
Lottie Tellson putting her arm through his, and 
explaining to him with engaging candour that she 
would leave to him the honour of paying the bill, 
and leading him out of the room. As he looked 
back from the door Ralph saw Mrs. Anstruther 
eating bread with a quiet smile on her face, which 
he rashly hoped to be one of good-natured 
amusement at the proceedings. Fortunately for 
himself he could not read the plans which were 
forming themselves in Mrs. Anstruther's mind. 
Fortunately, too, for that lady she could not 
quite foresee the tragic last act of the little drama 
which she was planning. 

George Spencer received a very curt refusal 
to his invitation to Peggy and Nancy. He was 
astonished, quite genuinely astonished. Having 
twice repeated his own statement that Sir Henry 
would be delighted with a match between Ralph 
and Peggy when the latter was a year or two 
older, he had entirely forgotten Sir Henry's 
statement. It was not an uncommon circumstance 
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with George, who talked too much to hear, much 
less remember, other people's remarks. When 
he had made a statement two or three times about 
another man's opinion, and rather liked the sound 
of it, he soon lost all knowledge as to whose the 
opinion really was, and was most indignant to 
hear the man repudiate it. "What I have said 
you have said," was the conclusion of all 
arguments between himself and a friend. 



lOO 



Digitized 



by Google 



CHAPTER VII. 

The opening day of the new Willesden Park 
Racecourse was a triumphant success. It took 
place on the Saturday after the Epsom Spring 
Meeting. The day was fine, the special trains 
were punctual ; each of the six races had obtained 
some good entries ; and a three-year-old, who 
had been talked about for the Derby, was to 
make his first appearance for the year in the big 
race of the day. The weather having become 
daily warmer during the present week, spring 
dresses had tentatively appeared in the park and 
New Bond Street ; and this suggestion on tjhe 
part of a few bold spirits that the English winter 
was perhaps over had been received every day 
with fresh favour. Saturday being even finer 
than the preceding days, the lawns of Willesden 
Park were brilliant with new spring frocks, and 
the secretaries moved about among the press 
folk calling their attention to the fact. By the 
time racing began such reminders were unneces- 
sary, for the lawns were crowded with such 
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a throng as goes down to Kempton or Sandown 
on a June afternoon. The luncheon rooms were 
pronounced to be the best-managed restaurant on 
an English racecourse, and the cheapest ; which 
was not unmerited praise, considering that a 
French chef had served a ten-shilling lunch for 
four shillings, according to the directors' orders, 
and that some of the best wines in London had 
been sold at cost price. Miss Mamie Mellar 
walked about, sedately dressed, bowing quietly 
here and there to some of the hundred and 
twenty-eight men and women who had come at 
her special request ; Lottie Tellson, in a dress of 
jflaming orange silk and a profusion of emeralds 
and diamonds of rather doubtful quality, de- 
manded tips from everybody, and persuaded 
various admirers to back each of them for her ; 
and the Spanish dancer, dressed in blue and white 
muslin and a wealth of unquestionable sapphires, 
paraded the lawns with a Polish prince whom she 
had annexed. George and Son's department of 
the advertising business had been thoroughly 
well managed. 

The Willesden Handicap, the principal event 
of the day, was a race of a straight mile and a 
quarter, which was perhaps the most level course 
of its length in. EngUnd, and had cost an im- 
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mense sum of money to make. The race was 
won by Mr. Hartley's Magician, the Derby 
candidate above mentioned, whose victory was 
received with a good deal of astonishment by 
everybody except the half-dozen people who had 
arranged it. The race was rather an expensive 
one to the principal financial supporters of the 
new racecourse ; for not only was a considerable 
sum of money given to the race, but the two 
American jockeys who were riding the favourites 
(and probable winners) had discovered, with the 
acumen of their kind, that money was being 
freely spent to make this opening a success, and 
they had demanded an unusually exorbitant sum 
for the simple and familiar proceeding of stop- 
ping their own horses from winning and taking 
care that Magician won. From an advertisement 
point of view, however, the money was well 
spent ; Magician's victory was a magnificent 
sensation. He had won in a canter, and the 
two favourites, who were second and third be- 
hind him, were first-class horses, one of whom 
had won the Craven Stakes at Newmarket. A 
crowd of critics followed the horse as he walked 
back towards the weighing-room ; his trainer 
and owner were besieged with questions ; and 
cartloads of money went on the horse for the 
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Derby, Mr. Hartley himself ostentatiously 
taking two or three bets at very short prices. 
"On Monday morning, my boy,'* said George 
to his son, "the Willesden Handicap will have 
half a column in every newspaper in England, 
and it will get half a dozen lines in them every 
day from now until the Two Thousand is run.*' 

" I imagine it to be quite possible,** said Ralph 
gloomily, " that after the Two Thousand is run, 
and Magician has come in last, there may be 
even more talk about it.*' 

" Rot ! Come in last ? Why should he come 
in last? He's not such a very bad little beast, 
and might easily get a place. Also Hardey 
needn*t run him there. Also what we*ve done 
once we can do again.** 

" At Newmarket ? " inquired Ralph sarcastic- 
ally. " In the chief race on the biggest day of 
the meeting, and under the eyes of the stewards, 
with every trainer in England and Ireland 
looking on ? *' 

"The course won't suit him,** said George, 
beginning to look annoyed. " You said yourself, 
when we were pouring out money to get this 
straight mile and a quarter, that it would be an 
excuse for the wildest in-and-out running ever 
seen on the Turf." 
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The young man turned sulkily away, looking 
angry and anxious. His father's knowledge of 
"arrangements" of this description would 
certainly lead to disaster ; one might as well 
tell the whole story into a phonograph and then 
send the machine to the Jockey Club. But men 
who took George into their confidence, said the 
youth to himself, deserved all they got. In the 
paddock he met Hartley, who asked him with 
a jovial grin whether he had backed Magician 
for the Derby ; it would be better to do so 
before the horse won the Two Thousand and 
became favourite. 

" I suppose it would,'* said Ralph, staring with 
well-afFected surprise at the winks and grins with 
which Hartley asked this question. 

" All right, my cautious lad ; there are no 
stewards about here," said Hartley ; " I should 
be a safe person to be with just now, for if there 
was a spy about I should see two of him. I've 
just had a second lunch, and it's made me awfully 
hungry. Come and help me eat a third." 

"Yes, I had better come with you." Ralph 
turned and walked by the man's side in silent 
despair. Here was a secret which would ruin 
a dozen people and wreck the new racecourse^ 
in the hands of an idiotic chatterbox like his 
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father and a drunkard like this man. Someone 
who had advised him to find some other work 
was certainly quite right. There would be no 
place for him here after a few months ... it 
was Peggy who had given him the advice, was 
it not ? The sudden remembrance of his young 
cousin, coming into his mind here in this sink 
of dishonest gambling, gave him such a shock 
as the apparition of a spirit might have done. 
Hartley had stopped to speak to the two youthful 
American scoundrels whose swindling had en- 
abled his horse to win the handicap, and the sight 
of the three men filled Ralph with such a sudden 
fury and disgust that, heedless of consequences, 
he turned away and left the half-intoxicated 
knave to go on by himself and tell anybody he 
pleased about his last brilliant feat. 

There was a big dinner that evening to 
celebrate the inauguration of the racecourse, and 
Ralph sat through it gloomy and silent, pushing 
away the food which was handed to him, drinking 
bumpers of champagne, and insulting everyone 
who spoke to him. Fortunately for himself 
these were very few, for his father*s voice rang 
half-way down the table with an endless stream 
of congratulation and good stories, and everyone 
within sound of it craned forward to listen. 
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Mamie Mellar came up to him after dinner and 
chaffed him about his gloomy looks. " You and 
your dad are booked to make a fortune over this 
affair," she said gaily, " and you look as if it had 
been snowing all day, and no one hUd been at 
Willesden except yourself and the office-boy 1 " 

" This is only the first day ; it counts for 
nothing ; we shall take the office-boy next time 
very likely, and I daresay, as you say, we shall 
be alone. I suppose you won't come then ? ** 

" You can bet your sweet life I shall," said the 
Spanish-American lady, coming up to them and 
joining in the conversation. She had changed 
her orange dress for one which — so far as it was 
visible, which was not very far — was red and 
black and gold, with heavy ropes of diamonds 
and sapphires round her neck and arms. "I 
won the best part of two hundred pounds, and 
though I daresay I lost three hundred pounds 
it didn't affect my spirits much, because someone 
else paid it. Have you got leave to stand me 
another dress, Mamie, for the next meeting ? " 

" Can't you buy one out of the two hundred 
pounds ? " 

"My good girl, don't be a fool. What 

I mean is, are you going to give me fifty pounds 

to buy some rags for the next meeting ? You 
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don't suppose that I should be such a fool as 
to hand over the money to a dressmaker, do 
you ? It would be as idiotic as paying debts 
with it." 

"The negotiations about the next meeting 
haven't begun yet, have they, Ralph ? ** asked 
Miss Mellar, with a laugh. Ralph answered 
sulkily that he knew nothing about that part 
of the business, which was all under his father's 
management. 

"Tell him to make the next afternoon a sort 
of fancy-dress garden party," shouted the 
Spaniard after Ralph as he moved away. " Tell 
him I'll come in a dress of red, white, and blue, 
cut very low, as * L'Exposition Universelle.' " 

The next two days were very busy ones at the 
offices in Knightsbridge, and at the end of the 
second Ralph came back very tired with his day's 
work. He found his father walking up and down 
the sitting-room of the Mount Street chambers, 
brandishing a letter and in a high state of excite- 
ment. 

" This is all right ; this is quite as it should 
be," he cried out to his son. "A letter from 
your uncle ; an invitation to go down there next 
Friday evening till Monday morning. I have 
telegraphed to accept for both of us. This must 
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be a decisive visit ; we must not come back from 
this without a complete understanding on all 
sides.'* 

Ralph picked up the short note in which Sir 
Henry asked his brother and nephew to Thames 
Ditton, and was a trifle puzzled by it. He had 
only seen the two girls three times since Christ- 
mas — twice by accident in London shops, and the 
third time under careful guardianship. Each 
time Peggy had managed to convey to him her 
deep interest in all his movements, and her hopes 
that he was soon going to begin a career with 
which she could have more sympathy. The 
myth about Sir Henry's acquiescence in this friend- 
ship had long ago disappeared from Ralph's 
mind ; his active opposition to it had, in fact, 
made itself apparent, and the present note was 
therefore the more puzzling. 

"Take that necklet with you, my son," said 

George, "and mind you don't let me hear of 

your bringing it back. Tie it round her neck ; 

hang it round the dog's neck ; hang it up in her 

cupboard ; sew it into her hat," shouted the man, 

stamping about the room in uproarious spirits. 

"My word, it's a long time since I've seen 

Henry, and it's a longer time since I've seen his 

name on a cheque. He owes me a pile of money 
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by this time. We ought to get a hundred 
pounds out of him easily." 

" I haven't asked you much about such affairs 
ktdy," said the young man in a depressed voice, 
" but I suppose we do want some ready money 
pretty badly. How have we managed to get on 
so long without it ? '* 

" WeVe been earning it, my boy," said George 
pompously. "Hasn't all the food tasted better 
for it ? But now I regret to say that even with 
my good management the deficit is growing rather 
unmanageable. We want a couple of hundred 
at least to carry us on to the end of May, and 
I'm hanged if I see where the second hundred is 
coming from." 

" Is Uncle Henry certainly good for one ? " 

" To his only brother and the future husband 
of his daughter," answered the elder man, swell- 
ing himself out to an enormous size, and strutting 
across the room, " he'll surely lend such a sum as 
that." 

"Look here, father, I tell you candidly if 
you're going on about that business with Peggy 
I won't come down to Thames Ditton. It's off"; 
it never was on ; it was never meant by me or 
Peggy or Uncle Henry to be on. P^gy isn't 
out of the schoolroom yet, and if she was I 
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wouldn't marry her, and she wouldn't marry me. 
Will you please understand that ? " 

" Had another row, my boy ? " asked George 
sympathetically. " Oh, fie, for shame ! You are 
very quarrelsome. Do make it up the moment 
we arrive, and propose to her as soon as you can, 
unless you want me to do it for you. Now I'll 
give you a very serious piece of advice, Ralph. 
You know I'm not given to looking on the 
gloomy side of affairs more than I can help, but 
I can tell you our affairs aren't looking at all rosy. 
There is a big pile of debt in the background, 
which I can't make any impression on at all. It 
grows, my son ; it won't diminish. We haven't 
added to it for a year owing to that lucky plunge 
on Ratcatcher, but it grows by itself, and is 
getting beyond my management." 

"We must give up these rooms, I suppose," 
said Ralph. "They are ridiculously expensive, 
and they are not at all convenient." 

" Nonsense, my boy ! Humbug ! Those are 
the peddling little economies which only occur 
to small minds, and I'm sorry you should have 
thought of such a thing. Very likely we could 
save a hundred and fifty a year by moving into 
some new rooms ; but if we spend two thousand 
a year, and owe seven or eight thousand pounds. 
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how much would a xidiculous litde saving like 
that help?" 

" Owe seven or eight thousand ? " said the boy, 
turning a startled face to his father. ^^Is that 
one of your picturesque efforts of imagination ? 
Are you multiplying figures by ten ? " 

"Not at all, not at all,'* cried George im- 
patiendy, trying to brush aside these trivial 
interruptions. "We must owe that. So you 
see " 

" I really must hear a litde more about this," 
said Ralph quiedy. " How much of these debts 
am I responsible for ?" 

" Oh, you must know, more or less," answered 
the other in some genuine and some feigned 
astonishment. " You've done a lot of bills lately, 
and we are supposed to share a lot of other 
things, like the Savoy bill and motor hire, 
and all that kind of thing. I daresay you owe 
a third of the amount." 

" You think I owe over two thousand pounds ? " 

" I should say so, more or less." 

" And my income is a hundred a year, condi- 
tionally on the Willesden racecourse flourishing." 

"You're upset by this letter, my son, or you 
wouldn't brood over such details. Have a 
brandy and soda before we go on ? You won't ? 
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No ? Well, I will. I must say a few serious 
words to you, and that's always dry work. What 
I want to say to you is this. It*s no good talk- 
ing about twopenny savings of a pound here and 
five pounds there. To square matters up now 
you want a good big lump sum, such as your 
uncle would give to his daughter if you married 
her. The girl's in love with you, and so are you 
with her. Don't hang about and delay, and 
play the fool, as if you had two spare years 
before you and a fortune at your back. Now, 
shall 1 go and propose to this girl for you on 
Saturday or Sunday, or will you do it yourself ? 
I give you my word of honour we won't leave 
the house on Monday without one of us having 
told her that you mean to marry her. 1 think 
myself it would be a pretty fair division of 
labour if I told Henry and you told the girl, 
but you shall have it as you please." 

" I have told you once," was the angry answer, 
" that I mean to manage my own affairs. Kindly 
let me alone." 

"Very good, then I'll speak to Henry on 
Sunday morning." 

With a string of muttered curses the young 
man left the room, and refused either to hear or 
speak of the subject again till Friday afternoon, 
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when he and his father started for Thames Ditton 
in the smart little motor car which a long-suffering 
jobmaster allowed them to hire two or three times 
a week. Even then the elder man only said a 
few casual words on the subject which was oc- 
cupying both their minds. The road was rather 
crowded, and his attention was engaged by pro- 
cessions of bicycles and carriages, while Ralph, 
he saw, was for too nervous about the coming 
visit to attend to anything he said. The boy 
was looking in front of him, seeing nothing but 
the small, serious face which he had learnt to 
love, and with his mind filled with some of the 
bitterest thoughts which had ever come to him in 
his life. As the car ran through Surbiton, and 
out into the level country beyond, with the light 
of the spring evening growing hazy over fields 
and river and old creeper-covered houses, he felt 
as if there was nothing in the world he would 
not do to escape from this present life and begin , 
a decent one elsewhere. He would tell P^gy 
so this evening, and listen to her kindly en- 
couragement, and come back on Monday morn- 
ing to another world, where men were honest 
and women decent. 

Yet as the car ran up the avenue leading to 
Ditton Court, the resolution faded with a strange 
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sinldng of the spirits which came over him just 
then. There was a curious air of quiet and for- 
lornness about the familiar park and drive, for 
which there was no apparent reason, but which 
filled him with melancholy. Sir Henry met 
them in the porch with words of polite welcome. 
" It's a very long time since youVe been here,'* 
he said. " Now I'm afraid you'll have to put up 
with a bachelor party. I didn't tell you, did 1, 
that the girls have gone to Southsea for a week 
to stay with some cousins ? " 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Even George Spencer's deep-seated conviction 
that everybody sympathised with his plans, and 
was ready to fall in with them and further them 
by all possible means, was a trifle shaken by this 
last proceeding on the part of his brother. More 
than once during the present year Sir Henry had 
expressed his entire disapproval of the most 
moderate amount of friendship between Ralph 
and his daughter, and had threatened, not 
obscurely, that if any encouragement were given 
to a love aflfair between the young people he 
would take measures to bring even their acquaint- 
ance to an end. But George preferred to take 
Sir Henry's disapproval and Sir Henry's threats, 
as Lamb took Coleridge's metaphysics, to be 
" only his fun." Indeed, it is doubtful whether 
he heard half of them or remembered the other 
half for more than a few hours. His busy 
brain found an answer to every objection before 
it was spoken, and his endlessly rattling tongue 
had given the answer and dismissed the point as 
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unworthy of further consideration, long before 
the other speaker had finished putting it into 
words. Hence the necessity for administering 
the present snub. 

George was so staggered by it that he was 
completely silent for nearly a quarter of a minute, 
and Ralph showed his understanding of it so 
clearly and painfully that for a moment Sir Henry 
was almost sorry. After all the youngster was 
not much to blame, thought the elder man with 
a movement of sympathy ; very likely he was 
really in love with his cousin, and if he had any 
scruples in stating the fact, they would certainly 
have been drowned in a torrent of argument 
from George. Sir Henry put his hand kindly 
on his young nephew's shoulder and took him 
into the hall, where tea and whisky-and-seltzer 
were awaiting the travellers. Ralph sat down in 
a chair, saying nothing, but just looking up at his 
uncle now and then, making an occasional little 
sound or movement as if he were lying buried 
under a hill and was trying to move the burden. 
How great an amount of faith he had really 
reposed in his father's recent promises, and how 
ludicrous that faith was, he understood now for 
the first time ; and with the understanding came 
the further knowledge of how much he really 
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cared for this litde lady who had been taken 
away out of his life with so much decision. 
Like a good many persons of his age, hope did 
not come to him very readily under a shock like 
this. In truth, youth is only the season of hope 
in that our elders are hopeful for us. 

A more mournful dinner party than that which 
presently assembled in the dining-room of Ditton 
G)urt had not often come within the range of 
Sir Henry's experience. The cynical Trevor, 
who spent half his life at the house, was present, 
as usual, studying the rueful countenances of 
George and Son with good humour and amuse- 
ment. Two other guests were staying in the 
house — one, a gentleman jockey of the name of 
Kendal, who could boast that he had ridden in 
over a hundred races and never finished among 
the first three in any of them ; and to whom, on 
the occasion of a recent race when he cantered in 
last as usual, a youthful spectator had called out 
with sympathetic interest : " Hi 1 Captain, what 
detained you ? '' The other was Cyrus Hopper, 
an American millionaire and racehorse owner, 
whose acquaintance Geoi^ge had long been anxious 
to make. He was obliged to his brother for 
having invited him to the house now, and to- 
wards the middle of dinner made a desperate and 
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successful attempt to rally his spirits and relieve 
the gloom of the dinner party. 

But fortune was not going to desert two 
followers who trusted in her so thoroughly, and 
in nothing else in earth or heaven. A tel^;ram 
was handed to Sir Henry in the middle of lunch 
on the following day, at which he stared steadily 
for a minute or two with such evident annopncc 
that George asked hiiti if anything was wrong. 

" Yes ; nothing much," was the slow answer. 
Then came another pause, during which the man 
was evidently debating whether he should read 
the telegram aloud or not. Finally he shrugged 
his shoulders, apparently deciding that there was 
no other course open to him but to tell his news. *^ 
"My cousin telegraphs from Southsea," he said 
in a slow, level voice which so obviously masked 
extreme annoyance that he might almost as well 
have shouted and foamed at the mouth, "that 
one of her small boys is unwell, and they are 
rather afraid of infection, and are sending Peggy 
and Nancy home at once." 

" G)uldn*t you wire to her," suggested Trevor, 
" to send the children to the Pier Hotel, and TU 
go down there and look after them ? Wouldn't 
that be the best plan ? " 

" My dear fellow, yes, it would ; but they 
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seem to have left Southsea by the midday train, 
and they are due at Surbiton in a few minutes. 
I must send someone to meet them at once." 
Sir Henry looked straight at Trevor, who was 
regarding him with an eagerly inquiring glance, 
and very slightly shook his head. "There is 
nothing else to be done. My cousin, Jane 
EUerton, would be quite sure to have sent the 
telegram half an hour too late for anybody to 
make any reasonable arrangements connected 
with it. It takes her twenty minutes to write 
a telegram ; then she spends forty minutes in 
scratching out every word which could possibly 
give the recipient the slightest clue to her 
meaning ; then she rewrites it ; then she spends 
twenty minutes arguing again whether it is really 
necessary to send it ; and then she goes away 
and leaves the telegram on her writing-table 
till some chance passer-by picks it up and takes 
it to the post office. These proceedings, you 
see, take time. Judson, say that the victoria 
is to be sent to the station as soon as it can 
possibly be got ready. Frederick had better go 
with it and bring back the luggage on a cab." 

As he finished speaking Sir Henry turned and 
looked full into Ralph's eyes, which looked back 
into his with a steady stare of admirable defiance. 
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Their expression rather pleased the elder man, 
who liked pluck and self-control, and for the 
rest of lunch he talked to Ralph with great 
amiability. 

Immediately after lunch Trevor and the host 
went out of doors by themselves, and having 
moved a satisfactory distance away from the 
house, the two men turned and confronted one 
another with very rueful faces. 

" What an accursed piece of luck ! " said 
Trevor. " Don't you think that even now I had 
better go and meet them and take them down 
to Brighton or somewhere ? " 

"I really don't like being so openly and 
outrageously rude. The chaps are one's guests, 
and I do bar that idea that because a fellow is 
your brother or nephew or something he is out- 
side all the laws of politeness. No, old chap, 
we've done our best, and luck has gone against 
us, and we must make the best of it. It's only 
for two days." 

" There arc forty-eight hours in two days, of 
which at least thirty can be spent out of bed and 
in mischief. And thirty minutes is time enough 
to do any amount of mischief which an ordinary 
man could devise. Send them away. Offer 
George five pounds to leave the house with his 
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promising son, and if he looks indignant make 
it six." 

Sir Henry smiled wearily, then his face lit up 
with a sudden inspiration. 

" rU tell you what I will do," he said. " Til 
telegraph to Mrs. Anstruther to come here with 
the two infants. She'll know what to do, and it 
would be a bold man who talked nonsense to 
Peggy while two enfants terribles like Joan and 
Jenny sat one on each side of her. If only one 
of them was to hand she'd repeat every word of 
the conversation to the first assembled company 
she encountered, and if both of them were there 
they'd act the whole scene between them. Yes, 
I'll send a moving telegram to Mrs. Anstruther, 
and I'm sure she'll come if she can." 

The two men went back to the house, and as 
they joined the others on the front doorstep, 
Peggy and Nancy arrived. 

They chatted excitedly for some minutes about 
their adventures, and then Peggy turned to 
George Spencer, saying politely : " We didn't 
mind much about coming back, because we knew 
you were going to be here. Uncle George." But 
as she spoke the last words she turned her eyes 
to Ralph, as if the words were meant for him, 
and the boy answered with a grateful smile. 
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George took her hand, saying kindly and more 
quietly than usual : " Indeed, my dear, we're 
very grateful to this cousin of yours for getting 
measles or chicken-pox, or whatever he has got ; 
and Ralph and I will send him the biggest box 
of sweets which New Bond Street can produce, 
when we get back to London." 

The girl answered with a smile, and Ralph 
came nearer to her, while his father held her 
hand, and Sir Henry and Trevor exchanged 
glances of annoyance and alarm. 

Later in the afternoon came a telegram from 
Mrs. Anstruther promising to come, and yet 
later came herself, with the enfants terribles and 
their nurse all complete. She took in the 
situation at a glance, and waved aside Sir Henry's 
explanation with a smile. P^ggy was not out of 
her sight for ten minutes during the rest of the 
day, and at dinner she made an allusion to the 
scene in the Sloane Street tea-rooms, in which she 
managed to convey to Ralph that she had not 
said anything about it yet, but was holding it in 
reserve for use if necessary. Peggy heard the 
remark, and saw Ralph flame scarlet in answer to 
it, and felt a vague resentment in her mind 
towards this woman who had some unknown 
power over her cousin, and was using it brutally. 
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George, too, saw that something was going on, 
and struck into the conversation with a question 
as to whether Mrs. Anstruther was much in 
London. 

" No more than I can help," said the woman 
smilingly. " I don't care for being there. It*s a 
dreadfully dull place." 

" The sun," cried George cheerfully, " might 
as well say * It's a dreadfully dark morning ; I 
won't rise.' You should come and light us up. 
If you like your own company best you can have 
quite as much of it as in the country, and if you 
like other people's there is no place in the world 
where you can find so many guests." 

^* The word guest is derived from the Sanskrit 
ghaSy which means to *eat up.' There is, 
probably, no lack of guests in London." 

" One of them," said Ralph, " who dines with 
you whenever you are in town, is a friend of 
ours, Charles Power. We hear a good deal about 
you from him." 

" Yes ; I have never done him any harm, but 
he comes once a week whenever I am in London 
and reads me his poetry. As he has a perpetual 
cold, and the verses have a perpetual halt, the 
result is a little tiresome." 

" I tell him," said George cheerfully, " that he 
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has a constant cold in his head from going out 

without anything in it. But he is a very dear 

friend of mine, and if he isn't a great poet, 1 lay 

my life no one ever looked such a great one. He 

and his brother, John Power, are two of the 

biggest scamps I know in London. You know 

Johnny and his yacht ? No ? They are a great 

joke. He has put up for every yacht club in 

England, because he says that no attention is 

paid to yachts in any British harbour unless they 

can put ^ R.T.Y.C* or ^ R.C.Y.C.,* or something 

of that sort, after their name. But not a single 

yacht club in England would have him at any 

price ; perhaps they were afraid of his brother 

writing an ode to them ; and he used to complain 

bitterly of this to me whenever I met him. At 

the end of last season, however, he turned up in 

his little steamer with a big burgee flying, with 

M.O.B.Y.C. written across it. I congratulated 

him on some success at last, but had to ask him 

what on earth the club was. He reluctantly 

confessed that it meant ^My Own Blooming 

Yacht Club.' I saw poor Charley only yesterday 

morning just before I came down here. He's 

writing an Ode to Posterity." 

"I fear it won't get to its destination," said 

Mrs. Anstruther ; " but surely if the Powers 
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arc friends of yours, you might defend their 
literary talents or nautical knowledge, or what- 
ever it is that they lay claim to, with more 
fervour." 

" Tm afraid the world wouldn't say my defence 
was worth much. If Charley Power's head is 
broken open during one of his battles with his 
critics, the world may perhaps find out for certain 
at the end of his life that he has brains ; but 
the fact has been greatly doubted during its pro- 
gress." 

Ralph had been put far apart from Peggy 
during dinner, and afterwards all his attempts to 
get near her were promptly frustrated. The girl 
noticed this at last, and with angry looks round 
her got up to go to him, but she was detained 
first by Mrs. Anstruther and then by Trevor, 
and when at last she reached her cousin it was 
with Trevor by her side. Bedtime found her in 
a state of high indignation at this persecution, 
and Nancy found that a few words of advice from 
herself were very ill received. Next morning 
everyone was on guard again, but though Mrs. 
Anstruther's restraining power was very gently 
exercised, and barely perceptible except in its 
results, the work of her male allies was of the 
most open and clumsy description, so that by 
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lunch-time Peggy was in a royal rage and ready 
for any mischief. For a moment after lunch she 
found herself standing by Ralph, with only his 
father within hearing, and in reply to the young 
man's eager question, "What are you going to do 
this afternoon ? " she answered very quietly and 
quickly, "Fm going to afternoon church at four 
o'clock, and after that I am coming back to the 
schoolroom." 

Ralph looked into the girl's eyes, which were 
flashing with anger, and began to understand the 
situation. He felt wildly elated ; she was practic- 
ally making an appointment with him and break- 
ing loose from the chains in which the others 
were trying to hold her. It was an exciting 
business, demanding great circumspection on his 
part ; and Ralph having seen the party start to 
church, and found a window from which he could 
command the way by which they must come 
home, waited by it patiently. Perhaps his atten- 
tion was wandering a little, or perhaps Peggy had 
been out of sight behind some trees most of her 
way home. However that might be, she had 
almost reached the house alone on her homeward 
way before Ralph caught sight of her. Having 
seen her go into the house by a side door, he 
hurried downstairs to the schoolrbom. 
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The way was long from the room where he 
had been watching, and he had plenty of time 
for frightened, distracted thought. He could not 
guess what the girl meant to do in this interview 
for which she had practically asked, but he knew 
how he himself meant to use it. The know- 
ledge set his nerves on edge and his hands trem- 
bling ; the idea of success made his brain throb 
wildly and showed him suddenly the truth about 
his love for Peggy. It was his life, his real 
self. The mere thought of living without her, 
even for two or three years, as her father had 
apparently suggested, was intolerable. Philosophy 
was drowned in passionate, impotent pain at the 
thought. Unknown to himself, his life must 
have been half empty before this ; and, lo ! incedit 
Reginay the new power has come, making life 
complete and strong, filling it with new dreams 
and new happiness, with new visions of progress, 
contentment, and perfection. Their fulfilment 
should not be abandoned without* a struggle on 
his part. 

The gallery which he crossed at the top of the 
staircase was full of old family portraits, and the 
sight of them gave Ralph a certain new feeling 
of pride, for which he felt considerably better. 
The ancestors were his own as well as Peggy's ; 
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what courage and pride and sense of honour she 
had inherited from them he had inherited too. 
Among them was one, a certain Sir Francis 
Spencer, who rode in the Blenheim campaign 
with Lord Marlborough, being for a time a great 
favourite with the General, and well known for 
his beauty and wit and obstinacy, whose story 
had always especially delighted Ralph, It told 
how Captain Sir Francis Spencer fell in love once 
only in his life, becoming on that occasion 
enamoured (momentarily and slightly at first) of 
a Flemish dame, the wife of a distinguished 
personage whom Lord Marlborough wished by 
all possible means to conciliate. On the General 
remonstrating, Sir Francis's tenderness developed 
inta a passion. Some weeks afterwards, just as 
he was beginning to subdue his passion, and was 
preparing, as lovers will, to ride away, the hus- 
band suspected the intrigue and forbade Captain 
Spencer to come to his house. Upon this Sir 
Francis's love returned with redoubled force, 
and stayed. He challenged the husband, shot 
him, married his widow, and lived with her 
faithful and devoted till her death. To-day, as 
Ralph passed across the gallery. Captain Sir 
Francis Spencer's grim portrait looked down 
upon him from among a score of similar warriors, 
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whose hearts too had once beat high with love 
and hope, and are now quiescent in a little dust. 
Thinking of his story, the young man came to 
the schoolroom. 

It was a r^ular children*s room, the old 
schoolroom, with children's cupboards and 
pictures and knick-knacks, and old bookcases 
filled with children's books, and a &ded carpet, 
and maps on the walls, and a very old doll's 
house in the corner. Two dolls lay in an arm- 
chair, with a child's workbox near by ; under 
the schoolroom piano lay a violin case, a relic 
of the time when Peggy had suddenly resolved 
to learn the violin ; the walls had an old- 
fashioned paper, stained and patched in places ; 
and the room was lighted by one big window, 
with old-feshioned oak window-seats, on which 
a box of shells had been upset ; and with heavy 
shutters, of which the fastenings had been broken 
years ago. Among the pictures on the wall 
was one of a prim little eighteenth-century 
maiden — Maud Frances Spencer — with brown 
curls, and a long red velvet frock, and grey 
eyes which looked wistfully down on the nine- 
teenth-century children as if she would most 
willingly have joined their play. At certain 
moments during the long days of the summer 
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a curious light fell on the picture, which gave 
the impression that the eyes had tears in them ; 
so that the little maid, gone long since where 
all tears are dried, seemed to be sorrowing either 
for her own life or for the mournful labours 
of her young descendants. 

The June afternoon sun which poured down 
into the room accentuated a neglected air, as 
if it were seldom used. It had not, in fact, 
been used for nearly five years, since the little 
Jack Spencer did his lessons here, and studied 
rivers and capitals on the big maps hanging 
round, and sat reading fairy stories on the old 
leather sofe with his tin soldiers resting beside 
him — P^gy*s little brother, who lies now, 
himself at rest, with the sunlight glowing white 
on the cross which marks his grave, Peggy 
remembered coming in here the first day of 
his illness and finding him crying on the sofa ; 
a picture-book lay on the floor beside him, a box 
of shells was upset on the window-seat. Sure, 
we forget nothing, and with a mere hint from 
outside to help us, can start a long train of 
memory back into every nook and corner of 
some long-past day. 'Tis cruel at first, that 
sting of remembered pain, till the lapse of 
healing hours has soothed it away, leaving the 
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sacred, silent love which is scarcely even regretful, 
and which purifies and deepens all other aflTections. 
So Peggy Spencer, who years ago had broken 
her heart over putting away some toys which 
a little person had once played with here, glanced 
round the sunny schoolroom now with a thrill 
of deeper affection for the other friend who 
stood there holding her hands and hanging on 
her words. 

The violent opposition, the unskilful plotting 
of her femily during the past twenty-four hours, 
had merely revealed to Peggy the possibility of 
this man being in love with her, and in so doing 
had revealed to her the possibility of gaining 
an immense new influence over him. The feeling 
of her own uselessness in life had been very 
oppressive to this girl for many months past, and 
the notion of influencing the career of a young 
and (as she was pleased to consider) brilliantly 
clever man was extremely fascinating to her. In 
most respects Peggy was a very young, and 
perhaps not a very intelligent, person ; she had 
read few books, seen few people, mixed very 
little in what she herself in a letter to a friend 
had once described as the " hussel and bussel " 
of modern life. In her own way she was just 
as excited as the ordinary schoolgirl whom she 
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despised by the appearance of a man who liked 
and admired her ; she might wish to save his 
soul, whereas the other young lady might merely 
desire to waltz with him, but in effect their 
feelings with regard to the creature were not very 
dissimilar. 

My little lady knew now quite well what this 
young man was going to say to her ; she had 
made up her mind what she was going to 
answer ; she would have been dreadfully dis- 
appointed if he had said nothing. She was 
a little carried away for the moment by the 
passionate outburst of love words with which 
he greeted her ; they were new to her ears and 
sounded very pleasant. She liked to be told 
that he had been alive but buried for years 
past, and knew nothing of any higher life till 
she had talked to him. It was with a little 
thrill of awe that she heard his assurances of 
indifference to everything else in the world 
except her opinion of him, and of utter care- 
lessness as to what he did or said or how he 
lived unless she was interested in his life. The 
child listened and believed, and promised what 
he asked. How should she do otherwise ? 
Ralph Spencer knew better than to frighten 
her with anything so definite as a proposal of 
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marriage ; he loved her, he said, and wanted 
her to promise unending affection for himself 
and interest in all he did. And Peggy pro- 
mised. 

"I shall not see you again by yourself,'* 
whispered Ralph, with one hand on her shoulder 
and the other lightly touching her hair. ^* Let 
me say good-bye to you now." As he spoke 
he bent down his lips to kiss her, but the girl 
drew back with reddening cheeks and a shake 
of the head. Moral guardianship did not include 
that, she thought. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Two days had been allotted to the Willesden 
Park Racecourse at the end of June for their 
Summer Meeting, but both days were an ignoble 
and hopeless failure. The weather was perfect. 
The ladies who had taken this course under 
their special patronage worked their hardest, 
but sunshine and the persuasions of Miss Mellar 
were alike useless. The horses who had been 
sent to Ascot, and done anything there, had been 
sent on to Newcastle or been kept for the 
Newmarket July Meetings. Four prominent 
three-year-olds who had been entered in the 
Summer Handicap, the piece de resistance at the 
Summer Meeting, were all scratched at the last 
minute, because their owners wished to ride 
them at the Bibury Club Meeting and wanted 
them kept fresh. The winner of the New Stakes 
at Ascot, whose appearance had been faithfully 
promised in the big two -year -old race at 
Willesden, pulled up lame in a gallop two days 
before, and was scratched, leaving the race a 
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mere walk-over for the winner of the Windsor 
Castle Stakes, who had been expected to make 
a sensational and history-creating fight with the 
other victor. 

The only horse which seemed to be regarded 
with any interest at the meeting was Magician, 
who had made a ridiculous exhibition in the 
Two Thousand and the Derby, so that a large 
number of persons — the stewards of the Jockey 
Club among them — ^were extremely interested 
to see how he would acquit himself over this 
course, where he had won such a surprising 
race in the spring. The problem of how he 
was to acquit himself — whether he should win 
easily or lose easily ; whether he should illustrate 
the theory dear to racing critics of "horses for 
courses" by winning his race, or illustrate his 
own deterioration by losing it, or illustrate 
his owner's cautious respect for Jockey Club 
opinions by being scratched for it — these were 
hard questions. Magician's trainer sided in 
favour of the first proceeding, with the result 
that a good deal of money was spent in 
"squaring" two or three other riders in the 
race, and with a view to getting this money 
back the stable backed the horse for rather a 
large sum. But "somebody blundered, *• as on 
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an even more famous occasion, and Magician 
finished fourth after a desperate race, illustrating 
nothing at all except that highly popular phrase 
of the sporting writer, " the glorious uncertainty 
of the turf.'* The glory of this particular 
accident was, however, very far from appealing 
to the stable, who had proposed to recover in 
this race all the money which decency had 
compelled them to put on Magician for the 
Derby, and which bad judgment had induced 
them to put on one of their two-year-olds at 
the present meeting. 

Some very rueful faces, George's and Ralph's 
among them, confronted one another in the 
paddock after the race. 

"Jimmy could have driven him into a place 
easily," muttered Hartley, with a long string 
of curses. " I believe he was bought. I am 
told there was a good lot of money on the 
winner." 

Indeed, it is an unfortunate part of transactions 
such as these in which Mr. Hardey was engaged 
that you are never quite certain whether a 
bigger scoundrel than yourself — or, at any rate, 
a richer one — ^is going about among your own 
sworn allies outbidding you. 

The loss on these two days' meetings, upon 
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which money had been lavished even more pro- 
fusely than on the opening day, was very large, 
and the committee eyed the accounts with very 
long faces. Their spirits were not greatly raised 
by some news published next day that the open- 
ing ceremony of a large public building in their 
neighbourhood, at which a concourse of Royalties 
were to be present, had been fixed for one of 
the days which had been allotted to them in the 
autumn, and for an hour which would totally 
prohibit many of the crowd from coming to the 
Willesden races. 

" Luck's turned against us for this year," said 
Hartley savagely. "Well, I suppose it would 
have been an extraordinary thing if we had made 
any profit the first year, though really after the 
opening day one hoped for anything. We must 
wait a bit. There's plenty of money left." 

Something in his tone as he said these last 
words made Ralph look up rather quickly, and 
the eyes of the two men met. 

Hartley dropped his at once, and Ralph 
Spencer sat on in silence for a few moments, 
drawing jockeys' caps on a sheet of paper. A 
vague intangible suspicion of the possibility of 
there being something wrong somewhere passed 
like a dull cloud across his mind for a moment. 
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Yet nothing, as he was well aware, could possibly 
be wrong without the knowledge of himself or 
his father, who knew every detail of the com- 
pany's business. 

George and Son went down to Newmarket for 
the first July Meeting, and went anxiously about 
among the trainers, canvassing for entries for the 
autumn races at Willesden. But the result was 
highly unsatisfactory, and towards the end of 
their stay they discovered why. The reputable 
trainers of Newmarket and the provinces were 
beginning to draw apart from their American 
rivals ; and the executive of the Willesden race- 
course, in having from the first courted and 
flattered and captured the Americans, had alien- 
ated the Englishmen. 

" It's like this, Mr. Spencer," said old James 
Winthrop, who had been stable-lad, jockey, and 
trainer here for nearly sixty years, and had 
ridden and trained winners of every classic race 
on the turf, "I don't mind telling you straight 
out how it is, because you and Mr. Ralph have 
been very good to my two grandsons ever since 
they have been riding, and you did Jimmy a real 
good turn by warning him against that Hilyard 
scoundrel. The way of it is this : Newmarket's 
full of folk like myself, who carry on our horse- 
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racing business just as your brother carries on 
his landlording, or my friend Benson carries on 
his lawyering, and who act just the same when 
they find themselves confronted with a swindler 
as your brother would act. We don't lie low, 
and say that his game isn't any business of ours ; 
we don't consider whether it would pay to go 
shares with him in a ramp ; we simply kick him 
out of our company, and, if necessary, hand 
him over to the authorities. Now, this com- 
pany of American trainers and jockeys and stable 
managers, who have come along here and made 
such a noise and raked in such piles of money, 
are nearly all scamps and thieves. What they 
do isn't new, and I don't think it's even very 
smart At any rate, the Newgate calendar is a 
long history of * smartness' of that kind, and 
nobody, I believe, asks us to go into fits of 
admiration over those stories. It seems to me 
that if we others chose to behave like rogues, 
and the Jockey Club would look on quietly and 
let us do it, we could manage all the American 
tricks, and would be ashamed of doing them so 
badly. But you see we don't mean to do them, 
or to associate with anybody who does ; and, to 
tell you the truth, as you have chosen the Ameri- 
can party you must stick to them, and get the 
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most you can out of them, for I assure you you 
will get no help from us. I don't think your 
choice is a very wise one, because one of two 
things must happen very soon. Either this gang 
will get wiped off the English turf, and kicked 
back into the New York gutters which they came 
out of, or else they'll drag the English turf down 
to the level of their own disreputable business, 
and then every respectable English owner will 
sell his horses and look out for some other 
amusement. Now you've got my opinion." 

Two or three times during this oration George 
Spencer had begun to interrupt, and finding this 
impossible, had paid no particular attention to 
its general meaning. He was preparing a speech 
in defence of Hartley's trainer, who was, he felt 
sure, the real object of old Winthrop's attack. 
It occurred to him that he had better give a 
lunch at the Rutland Arms to Winthrop and 
the American trainer, with an elaborate menu 
and plenty of champagne ; and some ideas for 
this menu were beginning to drift into his 
mind while the old man was finishing his advice. 
Ralph, however, had listened, and been rather 
struck by what he had heard. This, then, was 
the cause of their recent failure at Willesden ; 
this was at the bottom of the refusals and ob- 
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jcctions which he and his father had encountered 
at Newmarket during the past three days. Win- 
throp was a power at Newmarket — everybody 
knew that — and he was organising a crusade 
against this American business. Which would 
win — the honest majority or the unscrupulous 
minority ? The first party unfortunately con- 
tained some slow-moving, old-fashioned men, 
some of whose methodical proceedings were not 
only ridiculous, but unsuccessful. The ranks of 
the American party, on the other hand, might be 
at any moment decimated by a bundle of " warn- 
ing-ofF" orders. To Ralph's mind the parties 
were pretty evenly balanced, but they would not 
remain so long, and it was vitally imperative that 
the Willesden Racecourse Company should know 
which was going to win. 

He sat now in silence looking at Winthrop, 
who was being washed by the waves of George's 
loudest eloquence, and looked rather flurried 
under the process. Ralph frowned and shrugged 
his shoulders, and made one or two futile at- 
tempts to stop his father, who was talking un- 
usually beside the point. His arguments were 
all addressed to the idea of a personal quarrel 
between Winthrop and Hartley's trainer, and 
Ralph noticed that the old man was getting 
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rather offended by George's calm disbelief in 
his recent assertions. Winthrop's irritation 
broke out when the luncheon invitation was 
finally proffered. He declined it curtly, and 
refused to run any horses in the autumn meet- 
ing at Willesden. George was so puzzled by 
the refusal that he asked the reason of it, and 
was silent after asking his question, in affable 
proof that he really wanted an answer. Win- 
throp stared angrily, and Ralph laughed un- 
comfortably. The trainer had devoted twenty 
minutes of his somewhat valuable time to a 
careful explanation of why he would not run 
horses at Willesden under present conditions, 
and at the end of it Mr. George Spencer asked 
him whether he would run some horses there, 
and if not why not. 

The two autumn days allotted to Willesden 
Park were the Monday and Tuesday after the 
Newmarket Second October meeting. George 
had to summon up a large reserve of courage in 
order to go near the place on the opening day. 
He was fairly frightened at what he might find 
there ; for about the second time in his life his 
sanguine disposition failed him, and he could 
hope for notfring. Yet his most dreadful con- 
ception of failure fell far short of the reality. 
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Four or five half-empty special trains discharged 
their passengers into the mists of a wet October 
afternoon, and the mist seemed literally to swallow 
them up. Seventeen horses had arrived by ten 
o^clock, and when racing began there were barely 
thirty horses on the spot. Three or four trainers 
and a few stable lads, who were walking up and 
down the paddock, stamping into the sodden 
turf, and declining to speak to anybody except 
an occasional jockey, to whom they growled out 
brief orders, expressed their resolve to come 
here no more unless they were paid extra for it ; 
and they treated all George's pfFers of champagne 
and whisky with angry scorn. The six races of 
the day brought out a total of nineteen runners. 
The few bookmakers who were present would 
scarcely take the trouble to call the odds ; and 
when the number-board displayed five runners 
for the principal race of the day, Mr. Lunn for 
the first time opened his book with a great 
flourish, and in stentorian tones shouted : " Two 
pennies on the field ; five hal^ennies to one 
bar two." 

George, Ralph, Hartley, and some other 
supporters of the new racecourse, made a raid 
on the music-halls and supper-rooms of London 
that night, and by bribes, persuasions, and threats 
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managed to extract a few score of promises to 
visit Willesden next day. The attendance certainly 
showed an improvement, and a considerable 
number of horses turned up. 

George Spencer's spirits rose to wild en- 
thusiasm : " You must expect one day's failure 
out of five for the first year," he said, airily 
ignoring the collapse of the summer meeting. 
"We anticipated a heavy loss to-day, because 
the foundation stone of that idiotic art museum 
is being laid ; and we have merely had the loss 
yesterday instead of to-day. I tell you tlje 
British nation wouldn't give a curse for all the 
art museums in Europe, and wouldn't go to see 
ten princesses lay one of their foundation stones 
if there was a day's honest sport to be had 
instead. We are great people, we Britishers ; we 
want no nonsensical pictures, or books, or 
tapestry, or rubbish of that kind, when we can 
get a couple of honest horses, with a couple of 
honest jockeys on their backs, trying which can 
gallop the fastest." 

" I'm sure I don't know where your Britishers 
could go to find those two," said Ralph sardoni- 
cally ; " it wouldn't be much good their coming 
here." 

About an hour after the beginning of the day's 
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racing a considerable portion of the crowd from 
the royal function, which was going on close by, 
had apparently got tired of it, and came on to 
the racecourse, so that when the numbers went 
up for the Willesden Autumn Handicap, the 
small number of bookmakers in the ring found 
their hands full. Some considerable sums of 
money went at first on a horse called Elm, from 
one of the American stables at Newmarket, and 
the winner of a race over the Ditch Mile in the 
previous week. Elm and another Newmarket 
horse called Firewood shared favouritism for a 
few minutes, a large number of small bets being 
booked about each of them. Cries of " Five to 
two the field ; three to one bar two ; five to one 
bar three ; any price outsiders ! " filled the ring 
with a cheerful roar. George, passing behind 
Mr. Lunn, congratulated him on doing some 
business, and Lunn answered cheerfully that he 
had booked very nearly half a crown*s worth of 
bets during the past few minutes, and business 
was certainly looking up ; a man, he added, had 
just come up to him with a white face and shak- 
ing knees, proposing to put half a sovereign on 
Elm, and though his courage had failed him at the 
last minute, the sight of a piece of gold again had 
been very refreshing. As George stood there a 
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commission agent came up to Lunn and asked 
the price of the French horse. 

"Spell his name, old chap, if you're shy of 
pronouncing it," said Lunn affably. " The horses 
may be painted with the flags of the countries 
they belong to, but I haven't been into the 
paddock to see them, so I'd rather have the 
name." 

" I mean Antibes." 

" Oh, do you ? Well, if I'd got such a classy 
accent I'd be proud to air it. You can have a 
hundred to twelve ; but make it sixpences if you 
can, because my bag won't hold any more 
pennies." 

"I want tens," said the commissioner with 
a grin. 

" I want a new suit, two new hats, a villa at 
Monte Carlo, and a quiet lunch party with the 
King," said Lunn politely. "It's a shame we 
none of us can get what we want, isn't it ? Now, 
old man, take the hundred to twelve ? " 

" All rigl^ ; a thousand to a hundred and 
twenty."' 

"Halfpennies?" 

" Pounds, you fool ! Is it booked ? " 

" Oh, yes," said Lunn, looking a little blank. 
He watched the man going round the ring steadily 
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but rapidly, and presendy the betting began to 
waver. " Three to one the field ! " was called ; 
Lunn booked half a dozen more bets about 
Antibes at varying prices, then leant across to 
John Ellis to ask if he could lay oflF some of the 
money. Ellis shook his head, muttering that his 
book had got a good deal too much Antibes in 
it already. As he made this reply Hartley, who 
was a partner in Ellis's bookmaking business, 
though few people were aware of the fact, came 
into the ring, and Ellis told him of the run on 
the French horse. 

" Good business for us," said Hartley con- 
temptuously. "I heard of the brute on 
Saturday when I was down at Winchester. It 
belongs to some crazy chap, who runs it in 
every race over every distance, from the Grand 
Prix downwards, and backs it to win. If he's 
come over here to do the same with it in this 
country he'll be a steady income to us for the 
rest of the season. Take every penny you can 
get about the beast." 

"Lunn wanted to lay some of his off, and 
he's not exactly a fool. Are you sure it's safe ? " 

" Yes, man, yes ; it's a gold mine. The race 
is between Elm and Firewood, with a shade of 
odds on Elm." 
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"Well, that suits my book to a T." 

A man came up to Ellis with the question 
which was now echoing round the ring : " What 
price Antibes ? " 

" Three to one. Favourite," was the reply. 

" rU take three thousand to one thousand," 
said the new-comer quietly. Ellis drew back, 
shaking his head, but in reply to an imperious 
" Take it " from Hartley he reluctantly booked 
the bet. The horses were cantering down to the 
post now, and the crowd in the ring, including 
several bookmakers, ran down to the railings 
for a look at this horse which had been backed 
for a sum about equal to that put on every other 
horse at the meeting yesterday and to-day. It 
was a small, well-shaped, chestnut filly, rather 
nervous, but admirably kept in hand by the 
unknown Chantilly jockey who was riding her. 
The green and white stripes which he was 
wearing were the colours of a little -known 
French owner, and the mare's name had barely 
been mentioned in any of the newspapers which 
had discussed the race this morning. Yet as she 
cantered past now the most ignorant backers 
of the two Newmarket-trained horses watched 
her a little uneasily, and ran back into the ring 
to invest small "savers." She was carrying 
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6 St. lolbs., and the ground was heavy. The 
American set at Newmarket meant business 
with Elm ; but their racehorse business, though 
very nearly as certain as that connected with 
" corners " and sausage machines, was liable to an 
occasional slip. 

The jockeys had not taken the French outsider 
into their calculations, and surveyed her at the 
post with a certain amount of annoyance. She 
looked as if she could go, and the Chantilly 
jockey looked slippery and wicked. Jerry 
Barnes, the youthful American who was riding 
Elm, studied his companions at the starting-post 
with a good deal of anxiety. Roberts, the 
English jockey who was riding Firewood, was 
walking his mount slowly round and round, 
taking a good look at Antibes, apparently 
anticipating a race with her ; and, however 
little his riding might be worth, Mr. Barnes 
had considerable respect for Roberts' judgment 
of a horse. Partly to pass the time, and partly 
as a precautionary measure, Barnes carried his 
mount curvetting and kicking past Antibes, with 
a kind intention of launching a kick at the 
French filly which might disable her at the start ; 
but apparently the Chantilly boy was not at all 
unused to such proceedings, for he had had his 
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eye on Barnes from the moment of their arrival 
at the starting-post, and manoeuvred Antibes out 
of his way with incessant watchfulness and skill. 
Rather disgusted with his defeat, Barnes sidled 
up to an American confrere and suggested that 
he might keep an eye on the French candidate, 
but the confrere shook his head with a grim 
smile. 

" If Antibes is anywhere alongside of me 
wheii you begin to race," he said, " you needn't 
trouble yourself about her. This brute of mine 
is only out for an airing ; he couldn't win a 
race when he's at his fittest, and just now a four- 
wheel cab is about his form." 

The horses had' all arrived by now, and were 
ordered into line. The flag fell at the first 
attempt, and five seconds afterwards Mr. Jerry 
Barnes, crouching forward in his saddle with one 
eye on Firewood and the other on Antibes, per- 
ceived that, contrary to expectation, the race was 
going to the swiftest horse and the best rider. 
Unfortunately he could not ride. He could 
swindle and cheat and bribe and thieve ; he 
could " stop " a horse or doctor it or kick it ; 
he was an adept at fouls and crosses, and a 
master of the art of kidding ; but in a company 
of men who were riding to win, with no other 
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aid but their own legs and arms and brains and 
the speed of their horses, Mr. Barnes did not 
shine. He ground his teeth now, and cursed 
with as much vigour as he had to spare. What 
folly was this which had left the Willesden 
Autumn Haiidicap to the mercy of chance when 
he, the great Jerry Barnes, had expressed his 
desire to win it on Elm, and had backed the 
aforesaid Elm for a large sum of money ? Some- 
body should pay for such folly. In the mean- 
time he must exert himself for all he was worth 
to get this stale, tiring brute home in front. 
The race was barely half run when Roberts 
began to niggle at his mount, and in another 
hundred yards Firewood had dropped back 
beaten. Barnes, who was a fair judge of pace, 
saw that the three horses in front of him were 
tiring, and would soon come back to him ; and 
he noticed, or thought he noticed, that the 
French jockey was trusting to his companion's 
knowledge of these English horses to r^ulate 
his own pace. Perhaps a little kidding would 
assist matters. Mr. Barnes rounded his shoulders, 
picked up his whip, swung round his reins, and 
flourished along for a hundred yards or so as if 
he were riding for all he was worth to keep his 
place ; but when he glanced out of the comer of 
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his left eye to see what Antibes was doing in 
response to this desperate work, he saw to his 
wrathful amazement that the Frenchman was 
sitting perfectly still with a smile of amusement 
at the American's exertions. The three leaders 
had dropped back beaten, Elm was leading by 
two lengths, and shouts of " The favourite 
wins ! " were rising from the less intelligent 
spectators in the stands, when the French boy 
let Antibes go, and went past Barnes at an easy 
canter, and with a gently derisive smile on his 
face which left the American almost petrified 
with rage. Elm felt the whip in good earnest 
then, and made a gallant eflfort to get on terms 
with Antibes ; but the French filly was increas- 
ing her lead at every stride, and won, pulling 
up, by half a dozen lengths. 

Words cannot describe — at any rate, no words 
reproducible in these polite pages can describe — 
the comments and feelings of the backers of 
Elm in this race, more especially of those backers 
who had had their doubts about the horse " last- 
ing home " over the last quarter of a mile of this 
vexatious course. George, Ralph, and all their 
friends had lost inconveniently large sums ; the 
small, careful followers of " form " had lost 
their cautiously- invested sovereigns and half- 
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sovereigns. The bookmakers, in spite of this, 
had been very hard hit ; and there were loud 
lamentations among the numerous ladies who 
had been promised five and ten pound notes as 
a matter of certainty. In fact, all the patrons of 
Willesden Park, small and great, returned to 
London on this last day of its opening year with 
no desire or intention of visiting it again. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Two men among the losers on this race neither 
swore nor ofFened any other comment on it, but 
just looked at one another with very white faces, 
and lips which seemed to be trembling too much 
for speech. Hartley and Ellis had made a book 
for Elm to win, which is never a very satisfac- 
tory piece of business ; and then they had made 
another for Antibes to lose, and that also can 
be a highly unsatisfactory piece of business. In 
this case it very nearly spelt ruin. There were 
several aggravating circumstances in it which 
recurred to them at intervals whenever the main 
issue had been for a moment forgotten. The 
owner, trainer, and rider of Antibes had met 
them on their own ground, in their own game, 
and beaten their heads off. Three Frenchmen 
had matched their wits against three Americans 
in a contest of impudent rascality, and had won 
all along the line. Some men might have been 
proud of their defeat, and seen the laurels in 
such a warfare go to their opponents with 
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resignation if not with satisfaction. To Hartley 
and Barnes and the trainer this was almost as 
bitter a reflection as the loss of their money. 
To keep a horse dark in a country of chatter- 
boxes like France, to run him over all sorts of 
distances and get him beaten everywhere without 
arousing a touch of suspicion, and then to bring 
him to England, get him into a rich handicap at 
a feather-weight, and back him throughout 
Tattersall's Ring for cartloads of money with 
the comfortable certainty that the race was "all 
over bar shouting " — this was a prolonged work 
of genius which extorted Mr. Hartley's pro- 
foundest admiration, even when he himself was 
the victim of it. Yet as the two bookmakers 
parted at Euston Station, and Ellis muttered 
a frightened "Can you find the money on 
Monday ? " and Hartley nodded a surly affirma- 
tive, admiration for this stroke of Chantilly 
cleverness was not the uppermost thought in 
either man's mind. 

Hartley came round next morning to the 
offices of the Willesdqi Company, and found 
Ralph alone. The young secretary was eyeing 
with some satisfaction the net result of the two 
days' meeting, which was very different from 
what he had expected ; and he looked up at 
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Hardey with a nod of congratulation. "The 
loss might have been worse," he said cheerfully ; 
" we'll get through this year at any rate without 
drawing on any more capital." 

The other took up one of the papers full of 
calculations which were lying on the table, and 
turned them over in absent-minded fashion. 
" How much of the capital do you expect to see 
paid up, young man, if you try to draw on it ? " 
he asked at last with a light laugh. 

" I never thought of considering," said Ralph, 
glancing up in surprise ; " you know I'm not 
very well up in that part of the business ; but 
I suppose if one takes shares, and pays part of 
them, and there is another call on the shares, 
one has to pay it. Isn't that the game ? " 

Hartley smiled. "Yes, that's the game if — 
if — if — well, there are a good many * ifs ' about 
it. Not the least among them is if the share- 
holders have the money to pay." 

"Who's likely to refuse?" asked Ralph, 
considerably startled. 

" Look here, my lad, I'm going to talk to you 
quite plainly. We all drivel on about shares 
and shareholders and companies and committees 
and so on ; but the sober fact of the matter is 
that this racecourse means me, and the officials 
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of it are you and your dad. So you and I can 
talk quite straight to one another. I'm tired 
of the thing already, and don't mean to pay 
another penny for it. We'll keep it going as 
long as the money we've got in hand lasts ; and 
if the other chaps like to cash up the balance 
of their shares and have another shot for making 
it pay, they can do it ; but nobody will get any 
more money out of me." 

"Can't you sell your shares?" asked Ralph 
iighast. 

"The sale of shares, my young financier, 
requires two parties — a seller and a buyer. 
Here's the seller, but I reckon the man isn't 
born yet who's big enough fool to play the part 
of buyer. You look rather surprised at my 
telling you all this, and are evidently wondering 
why I am doing it. Well, I have one or two 
reasons. In the first place I don't want you or 
your dad to think that I have left you in the 
lurch when the whole affair goes to pot. He'd 
muddle out right side up somehow, or as near 
it as he ever was in his life ; chaps like that 
always seem to me to have been born wrong 
side up, and half an hour too late for everything, 
and in difficulties generally. But you'd fall 
rather hard, and might hurt yourself In the 
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second place, I want you to tell Anstruther and 
some of the other swells whom weVe got into 
the concern ; so that if they want to keep the 
thing on they'll know in good time that they've 
got to pay for it themselves." 

"Have you lost so much over Elm and 
Magician and the others that you have got to 
draw in ?" 

** Well, that's rather a cheeky question from a 
kid like you," said the man, with a good-natured 
laugh, " but the fact is that I have." 

" Surely what one loses one can win back ? 
The season isn't over yet. A big bet on the 
Cambridgeshire and another on the Manchester 
November would make things look rosy again ? " 

" Yes," said Hartley, " granting one condition 
which isn't always as simple as it sounds — 
granting, I mean, that your horse happens to 
win." 

" I believe I can put you on to a pretty good 
thing for the Cambridgeshire, at any rate. King 
Richard, that four -year -old of Lord Aston's 
which won the Drayton Handicap at Goodwood, 
was tried yesterday morning with The Cardinal 
over a mile and a quarter, and gave him seven 
pounds, and could have left him standing still at 
any point in the gallop. The two Winthrop 

159 



Digitized 



by Google 



George and Son 

boys were riding, and told Aston so, and he 
told my fether yesterday afternoon. You could 
get thirty-three to one about King Richard now, 
and very likely would be able to get the same 
to-morrow. You know Aston not only won't 
bet himself, but is perfectly furious when he 
hears of any of the stable people doing it, so 
their bets have to be very small and very much 
on the quiet.** 

"Who's riding ?" asked Hartley. 

** Roberts ; and he says he's going to send a 
message to all the American jockeys in the race 
that, if one of them attempts to interfere with 
him, he'll cut him across the face with his whip 
at the time and flog him and all his friends within 
an inch of their lives in the paddock afterwards. 
His brother told me that the letter really had 
been written to each of them, and that Barnes 
had been awfully scared." 

" I have half a mind to see what I can do," 
said Hartley after a minute's silence. " I shouldn't 
have thought from what I remember of the Good- 
wood race that King Richard could stay the 
Cambridgeshire distance. It looked to me as if 
those seven furlongs at Goodwood were about 
as much as he could manage. But that trial with 
The Cardinal sounds good enough." 
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"Then I needn't say anything to the others 
yet about your shares ? " asked Ralph. 

" No ; there's no harm in waiting another ten 
days. Don't say anything about it to anybody. 
But if you get offered a berth in some other 
show between now and then don't say * No ' to 
it. 'Morning, young man ; much obliged for 
the tip. You shall have a share in the plunder 
if it comes off." 

As the man left the room Ralph sprang up 
from his chair and walked up and down with 
inarticulate exclamations of rage and misery. 
Half an hour ago he had, with a great effort, 
banished remembrance of his serious betting 
losses at Willesden Park by the reflection that 
if the worst came to the worst Hartley would 
lend him some money and see him through any 
difficulty for the credit of the company. His 
father had said the same thing at breakfast that 
morning. This temporary embarrassment having 
been settled, the situation had seemed very satis- 
factory. The new racecourse had done what was 
expected of it during the past year ; three days 
had been failures, but two had been brilliandy 
successful, and the net loss was nearly a hundred 
pounds less than had been anticipated. Next 
year it was quite possible that with plenty of 



i6i 



Digitized 



by Google 



George and Son 

advertisement and liberal management the place 
might pay its way, after which the shares might 
become saleable, the secretary's salary might be 
increased, and a good many small sums could be 
picked up here and there by the officials. And 
now the principal shareholder, who was practi- 
cally the owner of the place and whose money 
was absolutely necessary to its further existence, 
was in difficulties ! Even if Hartley could get 
a price about King Richard, and had the courage 
to take a bet which would put his affairs straight, 
the existence of Willesden Park and the fate 
of Ralph and his father depended on the speed 
of Lord Aston's Cambridgeshire candidate ! The 
thing was perfectly preposterous. 

Ralph struck his fist on the table half a dozen 
times, sick and blind with passion. Was any 
other person's life in the world dependent on 
such caprices as his ? Was any man who desired 
to work steadily and honestly ever afflicted with 
such companions as he was ? Knaves planned 
his career and idiots accompanied him through 
it. In tne whole of his business life he never 
met an honest gentleman, and if he wanted 
advice he had to choose between asking it from 
a lunatic and a knave. He had not a penny in 
the world or a chance of making one honestly. 
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and yet he was being forced by his f^er to live 
in the most extravagantly costly fashion, and 
flounder every day deeper into a sea of debt. 
His father not only ridiculed any attempt which 
he could make to check this insane expenditure, 
but continually and without a word of apology 
or preparation contracted new expenses on his 
son's behalf as well as his own, and sometimes 
did not even tell him about them till months 
afterwards. Yet when he did tell him the elder 
man was indignant if his son attempted to re- 
pudiate any of tKis extravagance, or did not 
quite cheerfully join in attempts to borrow money 
to pay its price. 

Half a dozen times a year — on his birthday, on 
New Year's Day, on the occasion of beginning 
some new task — Ralph would make a score of 
new resolutions, but he found always, though 
theyeiw^-and the resolutions might be new, his 
ither was not. Ralph was saddled with this 
man for the rest of his life, and there were 
moments when the idea produced a frenzy of 
passion. All the young man's worse failings and 
most vicious instincts were brought out by con- 
tact with his father — the weak-minded cowardice 
which dared not risk ridicule or maintain a 
prolonged opposition to what it knew to be 
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wrong ; the litde eddies of meanness and cruelty 
which made him consider and gloat over the 
punishment of men who annoyed him, and 
whom he was so helpless to annoy in return ; 
the savage, brooding self-pity with which he 
consoled himself for his evil fortune and con- 
doned all his own share in it ; his mind was 
full of such fancies from month's end to month's 
end, and they were rapidly growing into a 
genuine bitter belief that no evil which he 
committed could possibly be r^arded as his 
own fault. Unfortunately, even Peggy was 
fostering this belief by an occasional letter full 
of pity for his present circumstances. Ralph's 
pity for himself was just now so profound that 
he did not want any help in it, but rather 
someone to suggest to him that a man who 
lets himself be the sport of circumstances is a 
fool. 

In spite of his repeated discovery of the fact 
that supper clubs, so far from raising a man's 
spirits, reduce them to a lower depth of depres- 
sion than before, Ralph Spencer went round 
to the Carnation Club that evening, and gave 
oysters and champagne to a young dancer who 
didn't want them, and tried hard to be amused 
by her conversation. Her stories made desperate 
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efforts after wickedness, her jokes showed con- 
scientious endeavour ; but Ralph could hardly 
even profess interest in them. Presently Hartley 
came in with the Spanish dancer. 

" I've done that business over King Richard," 
said the man, " but I don't believe in him. He's 
slow and hasn't got courage to stay in front. 
It's a pity that Aston won't have an American 
on his horses' backs. I don't believe any power 
on earth except Jerry Barnes could get King 
Richard first past any post, except in small 
pieces out of a gun. Here, you know Inez, 
don't you.?" 

"Yes." Ralph nodded to the Spaniard, and 
wished vaguely that she would stand on her 
head on the supper table and kick the chandeliers 
down, or do something to amuse him. " A lively 
specimen," said Hartley admiringly, "but she's 
got me into an awful row. We stayed at the 
Terminus in Paris last week, and to avoid any 
difficulties I told the missus I was at the Grand 
on business. Unluckily when I came home on 
Sunday she unpacked my things, and there was 
a confounded packet of new gloves — infernal 
six-button lady's gloves — addressed to me at the 
Terminus. She wanted no more except the 
lady's name. One small packet could hardly 
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have told much more news. I say, let's go 
upstairs and dance." 

The four persons went upstairs into the ball- 
room, where an indifferent orchestra was playing 
a waltz and a few lackadaisical couples were 
moving slowly round the room, looking as if 
they had been hired to dance there and were 
extremely doubtful about getting paid, which 
might very possibly be the case. Inez was 
noisily greeted by a fellow-countryman, who 
spoke to her first in astonished anger and then 
in pathetic entreaty, and finally carried her off 
to dance. A gentleman standing close to where 
Hartley and Ralph had established themselves 
made another exclamation of astonishment, 
followed by a volley of what appeared to be 
Spanish oaths. When Hartley mentioned Inez's 
name within his hearing, he turned abruptly to 
the two men and, pointing to the dancer, asked 
if they knew her. 

Hartley admitted that he did. 

." And her husband ? " asked the stranger in 
passable English ; then, seeing that Hartley 
looked puzzled, he pointed to the man with 
whom Inez was dancing and added, "That is 
her husband." 

"Eh?" 
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Mr. Hardey began to edge away, looking 
rather uncomfortable. Neither the man who 
had spoken to him nor the other Spaniard 
who was dancing with Inez had any knives 
visible about their person. But if there is one 
fact more than another which it is safe to take 
for granted with regard to a Spaniard, it is 
that he has a knife about him somewhere, which 
he will produce and use on any reasonable 
provocation. 

"That," continued the man, "is her present 
husband ; that is the villain who stole her from 
me. I loved her. She loved me. I love her 
still. I meet the miscreant constantly and I 
have to be polite to him, for he has money 
and I have none ; and often I should starve 
in this great desolate city but for him. We 
are friendly, and meet constantly, and talk of 
all things as friends do, except of her. About 
her I cannot speak to him. I would not call 
her ^your wife,' I may not call her ^my wife,' 
I could not say ^our wife.' I do not speak to 
him about her. . . . They are coming up to 
talk to us. Be careful with the man, sir. He 
stabs often and deep. Sometimes he shoots, but 
he prefers the knife." 
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Readily believing the statement, and not in 
the least anxious to put it to the proof, Hartley 
was for leaving the room ; but his progress to 
the door was barred by Inez and a man whom 
she introduced as "a friend of mine, Senhor 
Maltenta." 

"Delighted to make your acquaintance," 
stammered Hartley, looking as uncomfortable 
as he felt. "Are you making a long stay in 
London ? " 

"I live here," was the simple answer, and 
Hartley looked round with the air of a man 
who is being asked conundrums by three persons 
at once. Inez stood just behind him, laughing 
in frank amusement. A few further questions 
revealed the fact that she and her husband and 
ex-husband were at present all staying at the 
same hotel on excellent terms with one another. 
The ex-husband seemed rather annoyed at the 
revelation, but that was chiefly because he had 
been charmed by the pathos of his own recent 
speech to Hartley and was vexed at the destruc- 
tion of this pathetic interest. But Hartley was 
paying no attention to him. He had his eyes on 
"Maltenta's face, which seemed to have a good 
deal of fascination for him. It was a typical 
southern face — long, narrow, passionate, with 
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thick lips and cruel eyes and a little throbbing 
scar on the forehead, and the possibilities of 
a great tragedy in it. Ralph only saw it once 
more — when the last act of the tragedy was just 
closing. 



169 

d by Google 



Digitized b 



CHAPTER XL 

Mrs. Anstruther was sitting in the garden of 
her riverside house being baked by a late autumn 
sun. The flower-beds were flaming with the 
scarlet and gold of late flowers ; the grass was 
covered with patches of brown, reminiscent of 
summer suns ; and on the brown patches October- 
tinted leaves dropped by twos and threes from 
willows and beeches, covering the lawn with 
little blots of red and black and yellow. At the 
distant end of the lawii, between great clumps 
of purple and white irises and the white trunks 
of willows, the river moved endlessly past, little 
wavelets washing among the reeds and running 
up the grass as passing boats and launches drove 
them. Mrs. Anstruther sat idle, with no 
pretence of work or books near her, but merely 
watching the scene with eyes full of love and 
regret. Her home had been very lovely and 
very pleasant all this summer and autumn, and 
now the winter was coming. 

Presently footsteps crossed the path and came 
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on to the lawn, and Mrs. Anstruther looked 
round with a smile of welcome for the two very 
small persons who intruded themselves into the 
landscape. They were mostly welcome additions 
to any picture which she was studying. Yet 
just now there was an air about them which 
would cause a nursery specialist to ask without 
hesitation, " What mischief have you been 
doing ? " The younger one advanced humming 
a tune in light and easy fashion, and with a look 
of elaborate unconcern on her face which said 
plainly, "There has been mischief done some- 
where, but it is no concern of mine." Her 
companion tried to imitate her, but without 
success. 

" We have been for a walk," said the singer 
lightly. 

" For a walk ! " echoed her mother, pointing 
to the elder lady's dress. " Goodness, baby ! 
What do you mean ? " 

" Don't scold," said Joan coaxingly. " Nanna 
will do that, and after all it is she who will have 
to scrape the mud off. You needn't. We went 
near Benson's house with our catapults, and we 
were standing like this" — poising herself on one 
leg — " shooting at some birds, and when I 
shooted at one I felled down in the mud ; and 
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I didn't hit the bird, but there was a boy sitting 
on the bank near a canoe, and I hit him in the 
leg, and Mrs. Benson said she'd tell you. Oh, 
mummy, don't listen to her ! " 

"Was the boy hurt.?" 

" He cried," said Betty contemptuously, " but 
it didn't hurt him. I told him before to get out 
of the way." 

" I should do that without much telling when 
Joan was catapulting." 

^* Why should you ? I don't see why you 
should," said Joan, who thought she detected in 
this remark some slight on her powers. " I can 
hit anything." 

"Go on, Joan," said Betty, who was so en- 
tirely lord of the nursery that she could afford 
to make an occasional admission of her elder 
sister's superiority, and to apportion blame and 
praise justly wherever it was due. " Show 
mummy how well you are shooting this morn- 
ing. Take that dahlia in that flower-bed. Cut 
it to bits in four shots." 

The child took some large duck-shot from her 
pocket and put them in her mouth as a con- 
venient method of holding them. Three flew 
at the dahlia in quick succession, striking it 
every time, so that the head quivered and two 
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of the petals were cut ofF. A sudden gust of 
wind caught one of the petals, drawing it up 
into the air till the scarlet showed black against 
the brilliant blue sky. It swayed unevenly down 
again, while the little gust of wind which had 
caught it swept past Mrs. Anstruther, scattering 
the scent of verbena and lingering roses. As 
the petal hung for a minute a fourth shot flew 
at it, flinging it into the air again for a moment 
and then down on to the ground beyond the 
flower-bed. 

The Head of the Family nodded approval, and 
produced her own catapult from the pocket of 
her own skirt, the skirt being so extremely short 
and the pocket so extremely weighty that her 
costume generally had the appearance of buttons 
being off somewhere. Joan moved back towards 
Mrs. Anstruther, nestling her cheek against the 
hand which was put up in readiness for this 
favourite pose, while Betty prepared rather doubt- 
fully to show her own skill. Suddenly a throb- 
bing sound began to pulsate through the air, 
growing louder and louder, and Betty put down 
her catapult, listening to it with satisfaction 
growing on her fece. " It's an automobubble ; 
I inspect it's Sir Henry," she said in a gratified 
tone. "Perhaps Peggy or Nancy is with him. 
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They can stop to lunch, can't they, mummy ? 
Afterwards they can crack nuts for us. It is Sir 
Henry," went on the child as a large automobile 
came into sight ; " but, oh dear I he's got those 
Grant children with him. Where could he have 
found them, and why has he brought them ? He 
knows how we hate Ida." 

Mrs. Anstruther rose hastily from her seat, 
perhaps to welcome her guest, perhaps to hide 
from four all-seeing eyes the rivers of pink which 
were flowing over her cheeks and the light of a 
great pleasure which was in her eyes. Latterly 
this guest had discovered rather frequently that 
the thirty miles which separated her house from 
Ditton Court were just the right distance for a 
morning spin in his motor-car, and oddly enough 
he always managed on the way to find some 
companions who, with a little manoeuvring, 
might distract the attention of the head of the 
family and her sister. His choice to-day was 
not a popular one, so far as the two latter ladies 
were concerned ; but it was to be feared that their 
preferences, though not without weight in Sir 
Henry's mind, were not uppermost there. 

"I found Charlie and Ida," said Sir Henry 
as he came on to the lawn, " sitting on a rotten 
branch of a tree hanging over the wall of their 
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estate, and looking, in spite of that, quite dis- 
contented and bored ; so I offered to bring them 
here to lunch. We merely left a message at the 
lodge to say where we had gone, and did not 
even stop to effect any change of raiment. If 
you will allow us all to stay to lunch, I daresay 
someone will dust us and do our hair. If I have 
a large oil mark on my sleeve, I can only 
plead that a syringe with which I was oiling 
some machinery leaked without my knowledge ; 
and if Charlie has a large patch of colour on his 
trousers and Ida a corresponding one on her 
frock, we can only plead that the branch was 
green as well as rotten." 

"One never knows what colour one will 
emerge from a motor-car," said Mrs. Anstruther 
excusingly. " It may be only a pillar of dust 
which is lifted out, but all sorts of pretty touches 
may have been added." 

" But we have nearly an hour before lunch," 
said Sir Henry, and fixed his eyes on the four 
children, evidently considering whether they 
could with propriety and without suspicion be 
despatched on some errand which would last for 
that time. 

Perhaps Mrs. Anstruther understood his de- 
sire ; perhaps it was only chance which led her 
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to intervene in a quarrel which had already 
begun between Ida and Betty. The latter had 
been talking to the small boy, whom she liked, 
with polished politeness, giving him the benefit 
of some new and scandalous stories with regard 
to a neighbouring nursery-full of mutual friends. 
One of these had been put to bed for a whole 
afternoon for calling his governess a rhinoceros; 
another, who had lately learnt to wield a pen, 
had flatly declined to have her hand guided, or 
to pay the slightest attention to that relation be- 
tween written and spoken language briefly known 
as spelling. Refusing the aid of a private secre- 
tary, she had opened up a large correspondence 
with neighbouring nurseries, and Joan and Betty 
received letters from her rarely less than twice 
a week. The greater number of these letters were 
delivered by the lady herself to her correspondent 
when she met her out walking, but sometimes 
they were stamped and posted ; and it was be- 
cause the writer shared the popular idea that the 
stealing of stamps is no robbery that she had 
been visited with the heavy displeasure of her 
owners and guardians. The letters contained all 
the gossip of the day, as ladies' letters will ; and 
Betty now passed it on to her guest, while Ida, 
who had an immense admiration for Betty and 
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Joan, and felt herself to be encircled while in 
their company by a delightful atmosphere of wit 
and wickedness, stood by and laughed joyfully. 

But Miss Anstruther was one of those refined 
souls who do not care for admiration without 
appreciation ; and to hear Miss Grant laughing 
at her jokes hurt her as it would hurt a gourmet 
to see a tramp eating plovers' eggs in March. 
And being not yet hampered by that obligation 
to hide one's thoughts or put unkind suggestions 
into polite language, which comes to one after 
beginning to write one's age in two figures, she 
turned to Ida, asking angrily : 

^* What are you laughing at? I hope I haven't 
said anything which you understand ? " 

Ida felt oflfence somewhere, though she could 
not quite see it, and- answered with an acrimonious 
personal reference to Betty's ignorance of geo- 
graphy, which was a sort of standing insult 
dating from a schoolroom row of last year, but 
always sure even now of making its hit. Voices 
rose accordingly, the social barometer fell to 
"stormy," and Mrs. Anstruther interposed. 

^^I think it would be rathier nice," she said, 
"if Betty would take Charley and Joan would 
take Ida to look at the new boat. Don't get 
into it, but I think they would like to see it. 
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Mind you come back directly you hear the clock 
strike a quarter-past one." 

All parties seemed satisfied with this arrange- 
ment, Sir' Henry not least. Yet when he was 
left alone with the woman he fell into an uneasy 
silence, answering at random when she made 
a few disjointed remarks about flowers, and 
children, and autumn. Presently he asked 
abruptly, "Have I told you anything about 
Peggy and her cousin Ralph ? " 

" You told me nothing," answered the woman, 
with a smile, " but I took the liberty of looking 
and seeing for myself." 

" You saw they were falling in love with one 
another ? You might have told me." 

" I saw that he wanted to marry her ; perhaps 
he was in love with her, and perhaps not. I 
also saw that she thought herself marked out 
by Providence to do him good. I think that 
was all. Has anything happened to aggravate 
the situation ? As it stands it is not an un- 
common one." 

" I don't know whether I am a fool, or merely 
a diplomatist liable to mistakes," said Sir Henry 
irritably, "but I saw all that a year ago, and 
thought I had better say nothing. But during 
the last few weeks I have seen several letters 
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going to Ralph from Peggy, and though I never 
interfere with the girls' letters as a rule, I did 
think it was about time to ask what this meant. 
My young lady told me quite calmly that she is 
very fond of her cousin, and must help him to 
escape from his present life. When I said that 
girls weren't able to treat men like that unless 
they were wives, or sisters, or fiancees, or some- 
thing of that kind, she said as coolly as you 
please that she was quite willing to be engaged 
to Ralph if he would ask her, and to marry him 
if I didn't mind much." 

" What did you say ? " 

" Well, you know I am liable to moments of 
inspiration. Such a moment came to me then. 
I said nothing, and came straight here." 

" The silence was indeed a master-stroke," said 
Mrs. Anstruther. "The girl will go out into 
the garden now and wonder what you are going 
to do, and think of all the things you might 
have said to her, and pay a good deal more 
attention to them than if you had said them. 
I hardly see how I am capable of advising a 
person who knows so much as you evidently do. 
Yet seriously, my dear friend, I think the aflTair 
is a very unfortunate one. You know your 
nephew Ralph ? Or perhaps you don't ? " 
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" An amiable, colourless sort of youth, as in- 
capable of vice as of virtue ; without friends, 
money, enemies, ambitions, good habits or bad 
ones. If he was going to marry anyone else I 
should offer vague congratulations to everyone 
concerned in the affair, and send him a hundred 
pounds, and go with Peggy and Nancy to the 
wedding. Is that all right ? " 

The lady laughed a laugh of gentle sarcasm. 

" It is — well, a good-natured view of the case. 
I would not willingly kill such optimism in any- 
body, and I would not do so now but for some 
fear lest it should influence your views about this 
affair. You must not let any such engagement 
take place. Sir Henry. Ralph Spencer is a 
highly objectionable young man, an utterly un- 
principled, immoral youth, who knows no re- 
spectable people and a good many disreputable 
ones. I have seen him with them, so I happen 
to know. And when h^ is with friends of this 
class, and meets such persons as myself, for 
instance, he doesn't at all know how to be- 
have. I quite sympathise with anybody — man, 
woman, or girl — who wishes to drag him out 
of his present life, which consists in visiting 
racecourses in extremely unpleasant company ; 
but the idea of Peggy being the person to 
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throw a rope to him is an altogether impossible 



one. 



" Yet — the remark sounds very silly, and has 
the appearance of having been made before — 
how am I to prevent her ? I can't watch her 
letters ; or at least I won't. I can prevent her 
from coming up to London, but I should feel a 
most unspeakable fool while I was doing it. All 
that you say convinces me again that the affair 
is impossible, but I think I was convinced of that 
already. Shall I tell Peggy so ? Will you tell 
Peggy so ? Would it help if both of us told 
her so?" 

" Dear friend, I think if you tackle Peggy, and 
she lifted the discussion on to the high moral 
ground of religious duty, she would very soon 
leave you speechless. I have noticed that there 
are certain acres of moral ground which are 
something of a pathless wilderness to the ordinary 
man. The acreage occupied, for instance, by a 
six-year-old child contains snares which are 
mostly too much for him. Shall I ever forget 
your face when Betty propounded to you one 
day the ancient theological problem : " If God 
wanted me to be good, and I wouldn't be good, 
which would win ? " And I think that on 
Peggy's ground you would be equally flurried. 
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Suppose you leave her to me and tackle the 
young man yourself. I don't say I shall do any- 
thing, but that includes doing no mischief." 

"It is a mean division of labour," said Sir 
Henry, with reluctance and relief in his voice. 
"Anybody could tackle Ralph and his fether ; the 
latter fool, by the way, is really at the bottom 
of the mischief. One produces a cheque-book, 
and says simply, * How much ? ' " 

" Ye — es ? Are you quite sure of that ? Ralph 
may be in love with her. I think I would allow 
for the possibility of that. And as for his father 
having anything to do with it — my dear friend, I 
have only seen your brother twice, but I am 
prepared to stake a good deal that you will not 
find his influence a very serious aid or hindrance 
in your proceedings. It is possible that after 
one had lived with him for a lifetime, one might 
hear him speak without the sensations which I 
experience whenever he speaks to me, on which 
occasion I feel simply as if a mad bull had 
knocked me down, and was dancing on me and 
goring me ; but I am quite sure that no man 
or woman could ever get beyond the stage of 
just listening to him without tears of terror. 
They never could or would soberly consider 
anything he said." 
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"You would have me find Ralph alone and 
argue with him, and bribe him if argument 
failed ? Very good, I will go to him to-morrow 
morning. There is no time to be lost. Isn't 
it loathsome to talk about the love affairs of 
young folk in such fashion as this ? They are 
such pretty things to look at usually, aren't 
they?" 

" Yes, I think all love affairs are that, of young 
folk and old alike." 

" Indeed, it is quite possible to be very much 
in love when one's fiftieth year is quite close 
at hand." 

" Quite possible." The lady turned and walked 
slowly across the lawn towards a clump of trees 
near the river. Sir Henry following her under 
the rather rueful impression that she was going 
in search of the children. But madam was in 
fact merely moving towards convenient shelter, 
not liking such things to happen under the 
windows of the house and the eyes of the 
household. 

" I know it is," said Sir Henry. " I am forty- 
eight myself, and I am very much in love." 

" Oh ! " Mrs. Anstruther quickened her step 
slightly, not because she was resolved, as Sir 
Henry supposed, to escape from him into the 
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safety of numbers, but because she wished to 
reach her place of refuge before the crisis came. 
She succeeded in placing one stout tree between 
herself and the drawing-room windows before 
her companion insisted upon stopping and taking 
her hand. 

"It is with you," he said very simply. "I 
wish you would marry me. I have chosen rather 
a stupid moment to ask you, because you will 
probably think now that I want you chiefly to 
look after the two girls. But I give you my 
word, my dear, I have been over here four times 
within the last six weeks perfectly resolved to 
ask you each time, and I have never had the 
courage to do it." 

" I thought you meant to. I hoped you meant 
to. Indeed, if you hadn't asked me soon I 
should have sent Betty to you to ask your in- 
tentions. My dear old friend, there is nothing 
in the world I should like better than to marry 
you. I am grateful and thankful to you for 
granting me what I like. Why have you been 
so long about it ? Didn't you want me a year 
ago ? Oh, what waste of a year \ " 

"Yes, I did. Haven't I been awfully stupid.^" 

The woman looked him over with kind, soft 
glances, and then smiled a little. He looked so 
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boyishly and absurdly penitent. Then they took 
one another's hands and walked down to the 
river edge, a supremely happy pair, into whose 
idle, contented years no touch of winter or guilt 
or pain had ever entered, and into whose lives 
fortune was about tcy throw one of her rarest 
gifts. Endless summer without satiety ; long 
days of a life which was old, and known, and 
loved because it was known ; years sliding 
away in ease and contentment, without sickness, 
struggles or regret, but full of kindness, and 
surrounded by gratitude for it — this had been 
the lot of each of these two persons in their 
separate lives, and this would go on when their 
lives had been joined together. For the rest of 
time nothing would happen to part them, and 
even at the end only death would come. 

** I don't believe anyone will be very interested 
in hearing of the engagement," said Mrs. Anstru- 
ther at last. "Everyone must .have seen for the 
last year that 1 was in love with you, so they 
could only have been wondering whether you 
meant to propose to me or not" 

" And they lyiust have seen," said Sir Henry, 

" that I was in love with you ; so it must have 

puzzled them to know why on earth we didn't 

tell one another so and get it over. We might 
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put in the paper : * A marriage has at last been 
arranged, and will shortly take place, etc.' " 

Four small people talking at the top of their 
voices were heard approaching, and Sir Henry 
took his arm away from where it had been rest- 
ing comfortably for some moments past. 

"If two of those children weren't yours, Td 
smack the lot of them," said Sir Henry. " They 
were told to stay away till a quarter-past one, 
and it's only just one. After lunch they will all 
sit on my knee and tell me stories." 

"Unless," said Mrs. Anstruther in a very 
small voice, " you were so kind as to send them 
all out for a drive in your motor." 

Sir Henry nodded intelligently, further reply 
being hindered by the approach of the children, 
whom both persons awaited in guilty alarm. The 
Head of the Family stood in front of her mother 
for a moment, eyeing her suspiciously. " YouVe 
let the sun burn your cheeks," she said at last ; 
then her eyes flashed from her mother to Sir 
Henry and back again. " Oh — h ! " she said, 
nodding her head with fearful intelligence, so 
that Mrs. Anstruther stared helplessly and Sir 
Henry looked wildly round as if meditating 
flight. 

**Baby, darling," said the woman,* kneeling 
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down on the grass by the side of her younger 
daughter, " you do like Sir Henry, don't you ? 
Yes ? Very, very much ? Well, this afternoon 
I am going to tell you something about him and 
me. But don't say anything to anybody yet." 

" Say anything ! " echoed Betty contemptu- 
ously. "Did I tell about George and Mabel 
when we found them in the summer-house that 
afternoon kiss " 

Gently but resolutely Mrs. Anstruther picked 
up the Head of the Family and carried her into 
the house. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

In Sir Henry's mind a transaction was hardly 
complete until he had talked it over with his 
friend Trevor. On the evening of this day he 
had a good deal to talk about 

Trevor was what the majority of mankind 
(who are happiest when searching for a word 
to sum up the whole of their neighbours' bad 
qualities) call a prig. He was in earnest about 
most things, acted up to his religious and social 
creedj and was modest, sincere, and impartial, 
holding before his mind the dictum of Epictetus : 
" If you seek truth you -will not seek by every 
means to gain a victory, and if you have found 
truth you will have the gain of not being 
defeated." He divided his life about equally 
between Sir Henry Spencer and an extremely 
rowdy set of gamblers and epicures who formed 
a smart social club in St. James's Street. The 
former loved him ; the latter viewed him 
sometimes with doubt and sometimes with 
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detestation. He was not deliberately rude to 
them, but merely studied them, as Mr. Wallace 
might study a new insect from the Amazon ; 
and they hated him as one may presume 
the insect hates 'the man who pins it and 
watches its wriggles. Maybe the world was 
right in disliking Trevor and calling him a prig, 
the latter being, I suppose, a superior person 
who is lacking in sympathy with his fellow- 
creatures. But though the warm-hearted, gre- 
garious man who is ready with his laughter 
and regrets, with dinners and five-pound notes, 
with kindly patience for bores, infectious laughter 
for a joke, sorrow for trouble, and a spare hour 
or two to come and retail gossip to a sick friend 
— though this man has his place (and a very 
admirable and easy one it is), yet in the world's 
economy there is surely need of his opposite, 
of a man coldly just, severe to others and him- 
self, critical of frivolity ; and to occupy this 
place is far from being easy or pleasant. Let us 
not, in our ready sympathy with the publican, be 
too quick to condemn the Pharisee. There are 
no words in the Bible story to suggest that he 
did not fast twice a week and give tithes of all 
he possessed ; and most of us find it harder to 
pay, week by week and year by year, our tithes 
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of mint and anise and cummin than to neglect 
it and cry " peccavi " afterwards. 

To this stern Pharisee Spencer first confided 
the news of his engagement to Mrs. Anstruther, 
and received warm congratulations. 

" I must surrender my place here," said Trevor, 
" but you will be very much the better for the 
change, and to say truth I have been prepared 
for it for some time." 

He listened with a smile to the customary 
assurances given by one single friend to another, 
that the new-comer will make no difference to 
casual visits and smoking t^te-a-tetes. Mrs. 
Anstruther was a very intimate acquaintance 
and very good friend of his ; and he foresaw 
precisely, and was satisfied with, his position 
under the new regime. 

Peggy's story was told next, and Trevor 
looked very grave. "I suppose we ought to 
have foreseen it," he said, not caring to remind 
Sir Henry that in fact he had not only foreseen 
it, but several times foretold it. " The question 
of what to do resolves itself into a question 
of how much real influence George Spencer has 
over his son. What do you think ? " 

" Mrs. Anstruther says he has none." 

" I see." Trevor smiled faintly. " Of course, 
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that settles the question. However, I quite 
agree with her. It complicates matters very 
much. Love affairs always are complicated to 
my mind. One so rarely finds a man like 
George who will not only say and do, but really 
think and believe, anything if you pay him five 
pounds. I wish George was the principal in this 
aflfair, or at least that he had some slight control 
over his son. Have you the least idea what you 
are going to say to this interesting youth to- 
morrow ? " 

"Not the least. I suppose he has some 
sense of decency and honour, 4ind I believe he 
has some aflfection for Peggy. I shall appeal to 
all three of them first, and then " 

" And then ? I am inclined myself to think, 
and certainly to hope, that what you do next 
will be of more importance and have more 
eflPect." 

" You are hard, old chap." Sir Henry leant 
forward to knock the ashes out of his pipe, 
and remained for a moment bending over the 
fire with a kindly smile on his face. " I am not 
in the mood myself to scoflF at love aflfairs, even 
at young ones which have not gone very deep. 
It seems rather brutal to reach ^own from one's 
own heaven and knock a man head over heels 
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who is trying to climb up after one. I am very 
well pleased with my lot just now, and I can't 
drive up to London to-morrow morning and 
clout the head of a man who isn't." 

" In that case," said Trevor drily, " I think 
you had decidedly better take me with you. 
You might appeal to the young man's better 
feelings, and then go away and leave me to 
take up the parable. You see, if I find a dis- 
reputable young gambler trying to climb up 
to heaven with Miss Peggy's assistance, I don't 
have the smallest scruple in knocking him 
head over heels. It's of this latter operation 
that I want details. How is it going to be 
done?" 

"Coarsely and quite easily. Practically, you 
know, I keep the pair. They pretend to live on 
some vague income and vaguer earnings, and 
they make no pretence at all about being heavily 
in debt. I shall simply refuse to give either of 
them any more money until Ralph comes to his 
senses." 

" Oh, well, that's all right, if you mean it," 
said Trevor, with a sarcastic laugh. "And if 
I were you I wouldn't be too long in coming to 
this point. If you talk much to the young man 
about honour and decency and so forth, he'll be 
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too astonished to pay sufficient attention to the 
real point." 

Sir Henry laughed rather uneasily and seemed 
unwilling to pursue the subject. He felt even 
less comfortable next morning as he drove up to 
London ; and was debating so anxiously within 
himself whether he could possibly hold out any 
hope to Ralph for the future, that more than one 
bicyclist and pedestrian at various corners nearly 
paid the penalty of his hesitation and self- 
absorption with their lives. Much too soon 
for its driver's peace of mind the motor car 
arrived at the Mount Street chambers, whither 
Sir Henry had come first merely to ask where 
Ralph was most likely to be found. In fact, 
however, the young man was just breakfasting, 
while George had not yet come out of his room ; 
so, the hour being now something past eleven, 
it was with a little wholesome sensation of dis- 
gust and contempt that Sir Henry came in and 
asked for a few minutes' chat with his nephew. 
Ralph flushed in shame-faced annoyance when 
the servant explained that he had told the visitor 
that Ralph was breakfasting ; and he came in to 
his uncle with an anxiously-poured-out explana- 
tion of how he was "only sitting on at the 
breakfast-table reading newspapers, and had 
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merely begun breakfast late because he was 
writing some letters to catch an early London 
post.*' 

Sir Henry eyed the young man with a good 
deal of kindly pity. He had a curious inability 
to believe evil of any person to whom he was 
actually talking, and unless the man was actually 
saying something offensive could not keep firmly 
in his mind the idea that his companion was a 
scamp. However conclusively the fact might 
have been proved to him beforehand, and how- 
ever firm his intention might have been to take 
such rascality for granted. Sir Henry was 
perfectly incapable of retaining his belief in 
full when he met the man face to face. An 
evil-doer must have the face of an Adelphi 
villain and the tongue of a drunken bargee 
before Sir Henry could talk to him as he 
deserved. Ralph was not sufficiently aware of 
this fact to trade on it, but he soon found the 
benefit of it. 

" One can do some very good work before 
breakfast," said Sir Henry cheerily, "and eat 
a very good breakfast afterwards. I suppose 
you are not wanted at the office much before 
midday. Company flourishing, I hope ? You 
have finished racing for the year, haven't you ? 
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I hope the three meetings were a success, 
eh?" 

" Far more successful than we expected," said 
Ralph, as cheerfully as he could with Hartley's 
dreary words in his mind. " At any rate, it 
is an established concern now, and might be 
a very brilliant success next year." 

" Let's hope so ; let's hope so. I have heard 
some very good reports of the course, especially 
of that straight mile and a quarter." 

" Yes, that has been a great success. It cost 
an immense sum to make it, but it's well worth 
the money. Have you come to see my father ? 
He has only just come out of the bath-room, 
so I am afraid he won't be out of his room for 
another twenty minutes or so." 

" I have come to see you." Sir Henry went 
and stood by the window, thinking that Ralph 
might prefer not to be looked at during the 
coming conversation. " I am here in a character 
which doesn't suit me at all, and which I am 
playing with great unwillingness. I am the 
stern parent come to pronounce a decision about 
his daughter and one of his daughter's friends. 
Peggy likes you, Ralph, and is very interested 
in your future, and has taken, I believe, to 
writing you long letters full of advice and 
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encouragement and all that kind of thing. So 
far there is nothing to object to very seriously, 
though I can*t say I quite approve of the letters. 
Social conventions mostly have some very good 
object, and I prefer to live inside them, together 
with all my family ; and such letters, you will 
allow, are quite unconventional. But is that all ? 
What ideas have you yourself about this future 
in which Peggy is so interested, and what part 
does Peggy herself play in it ? " 

" She is everything in it," said the young man 
straightforwardly. " I am in love with her and 
don*t know why I shouldn*t tell you so. I 
thought father had told you so. At any rate, 
he said he had." 

" He did tell me so, and I begged him to tell 
you that such an idea was absolutely impossible, 
that I would not think of it or tolerate it for 
a single moment. Probably he told you nothing 
of the sort." 

"Not a word," said Ralph bitterly, "but 
I guessed you had been saying something of 
the kind. Father merely told me that you 
thought Peggy too young to think of such 
things, and that I must wait for a year. Once 
or twice I have thought that I had better speak 
to you myself." 

196 



Digitfeed 



by Google 



George and Son 

** It would have been better, Ralph," said the 
other quietly ; " it would have saved misunder- 
standing and some pain which I am afraid you 
must suffer now. Because I can only repeat to 
you what I said to your father : the thing is 
impossible, ten times, twenty times impossible." 

" You mustn't say that unconditionally. Uncle 
Henry," answered the boy, with a coolness and 
firmness which greatly pleased his companion ; 
" you have no reason for throwing me aside like 
that. I have been idle ; I have gambled shame- 
fully ; I have wasted the whole of my life up 
to the present moment in a disgraceful fashion, 
and even now I don't see any immediate prospect 
of getting any decent work to do. But you must 
give me a chance. If Peggy agrees, you must." 

" If Peggy agrees ? What do you mean ? 
Just tell me, please, exactly what you have said 
to her, and her answer." 

"It would be more easy," said Ralph after 
a moment's thought, " to tell you what I haven't 
said than what I have. I haven't asked her to 
marry me. I told her that I cared for her very 
much, and she said something which meant that 
she cared for me. That was all. She may have 
understood that I was hoping one day to ask 
her for a little more ; but I didn't say so." 

197 



Digitized 



by Google 



George and Son 

Sir Henry nodded approvingly. The young 
man's story corresponded with what he had 
heard from Peggy, so it was evidently true. 
So far, so good. Yet this did not get him 
very far in that matter of knocking the aspirant 
head over heels. Practically, he had known all 
this before, and had gained nothing yet except 
the knowledge that Ralph was willing to tell him 
the truth about the matter — a fact which he had 
been perfectly prepared to believe beforehand. 

"WeU, Ralph, I have only to say that I am 
obliged to you for not proposing to Peggy 
without my knowledge. And now that you 
hear what my answer would be, will you tell 
me straightforwardly what you mean to. do ? Of 
course you are not obliged to tell me anything 
of the kind, but I think you will answer me 
fairly if I ask." 

"I don't mind telling you," said Ralph, be- 
ginning his answer proudly enough, but remem- 
bering Hartley's words with sudden miserable 
abasement in the middle ; " I am going on with 
my present work until it leads to something 
better, and if something better comes I shall 
take it ; and whether I am working in Knights- 
bridge or elsewhere, I am going to save money 
to pay off my debts. When that is done, and 
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1 have established myself in a good berth some- 
where, I shall ask Peggy to marry me." 

" A good answer," said Sir Henry slowly ; 
*^a perfectly proper answer. Unluckily " 

A good answer perhaps, but it did not ring 
true, and something in it jarred on Sir Henry's 
sensitive ears. He was considering what this 
might be, when another unpleasing sound was 
heard, about whose meaning there could be no 
doutt at all. A young earthquake seemed 
suddenly to be born in the flat ; doors banged, 
tables fell down, a shower of hats tumbled from 
the hat-rack in the hall, shouts suddenly filled 
rooms and passages, and a small army of persons 
began running hither and thither. Mr. George 
Spencer had come out of his bedroom and was 
asking for breakfast. 

A servant in the passage murmured some 

information, which was apparently the news of 

Sir Henry's arrival, for a moment afterwards 

the sitting-room door opened — (the wall was 

not knocked down with a crash, as Sir Henry 

believed for a moment ; it was only the door 

which opened) — and George entered with a 

cheerful greeting. The elder brother's visits 

had grown very rare of late, and George was 

unfeignedly pleased to see him. 
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"Have a meal with me, old chap," he cried 
cheerfully. "Call it breakfast, or lunch, or 
whatever you like, but come and have some- 
thing to eat and drink." 

" I think not, thanks " 

" A kidney omelette will be ready in a moment, 
with some mushrooms and olives afterwards. 
Share them with us." 

"Ralph and I have both finished breakfast, 
and " 

"Ralph must be as hungry as a Newmarket 
tout, and I daresay you hadn't much to eat if 
you got up early so as to catch us here." 

"My dear fellow, do listen to what I am 
saying. Ralph and I have both had large 
breakfasts, and " 

"Then have another. Nothing makes me 
hungrier at eleven than a large breakfast at nine. 
Come along. I hear Weston taking in the 
things." 

Sir Henry and Ralph followed obediently, and 
sat down at the table, motioning away the servant 
who brought plates and knives and forks. 

" That's right, Weston," said George, searching 
busily among his letters for something which he 
apparently wanted to see. "Give them some 
food, and perhaps you had better give them a 
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brandy and soda. They won*t like tea twice in 
the morning. Ah, here's this letter from Aston. 
I wrote and begged him to send me the last 
news and his own private opinion about King 
Richard for the Cambridgeshire. You won't 
have any of that omelette, Henry ? It doesn't 
look bad, but perhaps the mushrooms will suit 
you better. Bring in the mushrooms at once, 
Weston, without waiting for me. No trouble, 
my dear Henry ; don't say a word. Ah, this 
is good news ! King Richard pulled up as sound 
as a bell after his trial, and everybody in the 
stable is full of confidence. Very good ; very 
satisfactory indeed. A thoroughly good horse. 
^ Put your shirt on him every time he runs,' as 
poor young Eames used to tell us about that colt 
by Wisdom out of Nudity. Funny young dog, 
he was, wasn't he ? And an awfully fine brute 
that Nudity colt was too. Remember him, 
Henry?" 

Sir Henry was eating a mushroom in silence, 
with an occasional* stare of petrified bewilder- 
ment round him ; and Ralph, with another 
mushroom on his plate, was looking on with 
a fine, faint smile. George was devouring 
omelette by the tablespoonful, toast by the rack- 
fill, and an occasional muffin when his eye 
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happened to glance towards the dish. He 
was fragrantly clean, well shaved, immaculately 
dressed ; he ate food^ at a fearful pace, but 
his strong teeth crashed through each mouthful 
like a steam hammer, banishing any suggestion 
of indigestion* His eyes were as clear as a 
ten-year-old boy's ; his voice was as fresh and 
strong as a young singer's ; on the whole, 
thought his brother, it was small wonder that 
this man laughed at care. A man without a 
weak spot in his physical constitution can take 
his morning ride and bid laughing defiance to 
that black saddle-companion with which we are 
familiar. 

Breakfast being over, Sir Henry's resolution 
rose to striking point. He sat down in front 
of the fire and absently took up the poker ; 
a movement which unintentionally corresponded 
with a thought then running through his mind, 
that a man who was obliged to make George 
really listen to a long and elaborate statement 
would be obliged to half stun him first. In the 
first interval of silence he said rapidly — 

" So you didn't tell Ralph what I said to you 
about Peggy that afternoon ? " 

" I told him every word," said George, with 
conviction. 
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" You represented me as saying that I wanted 
him to wait a little longer before speaking to 
Peggy on this subject." 

" Yes, that was what you said." 

"It is the diametrical opposite of what I 
said." 

"I can recall your exact words. Fll repeat 
them to you from beginning to end, and my own 
answers." 

"George, I said the very exact opposite of 
what you told Ralph, and you are perfectly 
aware of the fact. I have come to-day — ^pray 
do let me get out one sentence — to repeat what 
I have said. Nothing would induce me now or 
at any future moment to sanction any engage- 
ment between Ralph and Peggy. I will not 
talk about it, or think about it, or discuss any 
conditions of it with anybody. If Ralph had 
already said anything to Peggy about marrying, 
and she had given any kind of consent, I should 
have been in a serious difficulty. As it is I am 
able to hope and believe that she would not give 
her consent, and to forbid Ralph absolutely to 
ask her." 

" This is a very strong way of putting things, 
Henry," said George, squaring his shoulders 
and looking rather pugnacious. " I think I may 
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say this is a needlessly strong way of putting 
things." 

"It is my way of putting it," said the other 
drily. 

"How could you possibly enforce such an 
order, even if you can reconcile your con- 
science to giving it, after all you told me at 
Christmas ? " George asked the question pomp- 
ously, but in real doubt and bewilderment. 
He believed his own version of the previous 
conversation thoroughly, and had believed it 
now for nearly a year. 

" I think I will square accounts with my con- 
science myself," said Sir Henry ; " and as for 
enforcing my order, I think I will leave it to 
your imagination to picture two or three ways 
in which I could do it. If I . . . Hullo, Ralph ! 
are you off?" 

" I am going out" The young man had got 
up from his seat with a curious look on his 
face, which had come there since Sir Henry 
had expressed his doubts about Peggy's answer 
to a formal proposal. "I must say good-bye. 
I quite understand what you wish to say to me, 
and I don't think you will want my presence 
if you merely wish to repeat that to my father." 

" But you have given me no answer ! " 
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Ralph shrugged his shoulders. "I have no 
answer to give." 

" I want your promise that you will stop this 
correspondence with Peggy, and say nothing to 
her about marriage." 

" I cannot give such a promise." 

"Indeed, I think you had better understand 
the consequences of refusal," said Sir Henry 
quite kindly. "They will be serious both for 
you and your father." 

" I can guess one of them. You will stop all 
presents of money to us. I cannot help that." 

" More than that, I am afraid, Ralph. I can- 
not have either of you down at Thames Ditton 
again. So far as I can prevent it, you will never 
see Peggy again." 

" I quite understand what you say, and I quite, 
understand, too, that you think it is your duty 
to say it. I don't wish to be rude or to say any- 
thing offensive, because you have been very good 
to us, and Peggy would be extremely angry with 
me if I was insolent. I only want you fully and 
fairly to understand that I do not accept what 
you say, and promise nothing of what you ask. 
Do you see what I mean ? It i& rather difficult 
to be plain and polite." 

"I understand what you wish to say, yet I 
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wish you would think over it." Sir Henry 
looked in some bewilderment at his nephew's 
face, which was flushed and excited 

" I want no time to think it over ; I can tell 
you definitely now that I would rather not give 
the promise. Good-bye.** 

" I am afraid you are going to do something 
foolish," answered Sir Henry, shaking his head. 
"WeU, in an open fight you will certainly get 
beaten, and you mustn't blame me for taking 
good care that you are beaten. Good-bye." 

Sir Henry Spencer might have taken a little 
more care, and might even then have felt less 
sure of his final victory, if he had followed 
Ralph out of the Mount Street chambers to 
Waterloo, and seen him take a ticket for Thames 
Ditton. With an accurate perception of the 
weak points of his case, Ralph had seen one 
more of them during the recent conversation, 
and had resolved to rectify it. Sir Henry had 
said that nothing definite had been suggested by 
him to Peggy ; that there was every reason to 
doubt whether Peggy had any other feeling with 
regard to Ralph than she had about an aboriginal 
South Sea Islander, or a Timbuctoo idol wor- 
shipper, or any other object of missionary enter- 
prise. This point had obviously better be cleared 
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up. Ralph would look rather foolish if, after 
doing battle with the young lady's father for 
the right to marry her, an unqualified refusal 
was returned by the lady herself. 

Ralph arrived at Thames Ditton Station soon 
after midday, and stood for a moment on the 
high platform, looking down with excitement 
and hope and fear on this scene which he had 
studied so often. Breaths of a warm October 
wind blew past him, laden with the scent of 
sun-dried fallen leaves, rustling through bracken 
and hedges full of blackberries, and sweeping 
down the long incline to the river till they lost 
themselves in the mists below. At the bottom 
of the incline lay Ditton Court, its old red walls 
standing up in a sea of brown and dark green, 
in which, as one looked closer, patches of bright 
colour appeared. Ralph entered throjagh the 
gardens, where long lines of calceolarias and 
lobelia bordered the paths, and gladioli and 
dahlias flamed in beds seen here and there 
through the trees. On one side of him was 
a great yew hedge with an archway cut through 
it, giving entrance into a rose garden, and as he 
passed by it he stopped for a moment to look 
into the haze of colour. Standing under a bush 
of pink roses was Peggy Spencer. She had 
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pulled down a branch of roses from above her 
head to pick the flowers, but let it go as she 
saw Ralph, and the rebound flung down a shower 
of petals, so that she came forward to meet him 
with the pink rose petals covering her dress and 
broad white hat. Ralph took her hands, and 
held them for a moment in silence. 

" I have just seen Uncle Henry," he said at 
last. 

" Have you ? " The girl looked rather be- 
wildered. " He*s very angry about my writing 
to you. I was afraid he would teU you never to 
come here iagain." 

" Peggy, one cannot always obey one's elders. 
They say nowadays that even children have the 
right to ask why they should be told to do 
something, and to refuse if they are not con- 
vinced by the reason. And you and I are not 
children in the nursery. Uncle Henry did ask 
me to promise not to see you again, and I told 
him quite frankly that I should promise nothing 
of the kind. There is no deceit about my being 
here, though you may disapprove of it for other 
reasons." 

" What do you want ? " asked the girl in 
troubled tones. But it was easy to see from 
her face that she knew what was coming. 
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" Peggy, I want you. I want to be quite sure 
of you. Uncle Henry says that you are just 
interested enough in me to want me to get some 
work and live a better life. I want much more 
than that. Is he right, or can you give me 
more ? " 

"What more ?" The breathless question was 
only asked to gain a little time. 

" If I leave my present life, if I give it up 
entirely, and all the work and pleasures and 
companions belonging to it ; if I begin some 
new life, and stick to it and succeed in it, will 
you go on caring for me and loving me, in spite 
of anything Uncle Henry may say ? " 

" Yes ; I promise you that faithfully." The 
girl looked at him, half in relief at having been 
asked only to do what she considered to be her 
duty, and half in fear of what might be coming 
next. 

"And, Peggy, after all that ; besides all that. 
. . . Oh, Peggy, it is not quite enough ! " 

"Tell me what you want more," whispered 

the girl ; and as she spoke a curious sudden light 

flashed across her face like a gleam of sun on a 

white cloud. Ralph saw it and misread it, and 

a great blaze of hope flamed up in his heart. He 

thought he read love for himself on Peggy's face. 
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Yet in truth this girl, who liked her cousin better 
than any man she knew except her father and 
Mr. Trevor, had merely made up her mind 
which way her duty lay ; and the debate having 
been an anxious one, with doubts and prayers 
and many fears, she was grateful for the inspira- 
tion which had at that moment brought it to 
an end. 

" I want so much more that I am afraid to ask 
it," stammered the young man, looking down 
and half turning away his head. " I want you 
to promise me a very great piece of help at the 
beginning of my new life and a very great reward 
at the end. I want your love now, and I want 
you to promise to marry me afterwards." 

" I have given you my love already," said the 
girl, and surrendered herself to her cousin to be 
held in his arms and kissed. 

" I have got something to work for and hope 
for now," said Ralph ; yet there was a touch of 
interrogation- in his voice, and Peggy only 
answered by a restless, troubled movement. 
He hesitated for a moment and then decided to 
keep silence. What he had got now was almost 
enough, and he would not risk a refusal of the 
rest. After all, how could he ask this girl for 
a more definite promise when he himself would 
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have no chance for years to come of taking, his 
share in fulfilling it ? It was better to stay here, 
telling Peggy of his love for her and listening to 
her troubled answers. 

A certain uncalculating recklessness, which 
might be called courage by an amiable misuse 
of words, induced Ralph to stay on here till Sir 
Henry's return. Peggy did not like to ask him 
to go away, though she did not care for matters 
to come to a crisis in this particular feshion. 
She was afraid of a commonplace, useless quarrel, 
which would hurt everyone and settle nothing. 
Her face was very white, and she looked round 
as if meditating flight when the throbbing of Sir 
Henry's motor car cut into the silence. Ralph 
saw her movement and told her that he would 
rather meet his uncle alone, and at last persuaded 
her to believe him. It was by himself that the 
young man walked out of the rose-garden and 
stood on one side of the drive as the motor car 
came up. 

Sir Henry stopped the car and regarded his 
nephew with a look of such blank amazement as 
very nearly brought a smile to Ralph's face. The 
elder man had quite understood that there had 
been a declaration of open war, and that his 
nephew would consider any move perfectly fair. 
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During his homeward drive he had considered 
very nearly all possibilities and come to the 
rueful conclusion that he must send or take 
Peggy abroad. But the possibility of Ralph 
coming straight down here never occurred to 
him for a moment, and his first sensation on 
becoming acquainted with this move was one of 
whole-hearted admiration. Unluckily, and fool- 
ishly enough, he allowed this feeling to become 
visible on his face, and sat there for a moment 
regarding Ralph with a grave and respectful 
smile. 

" Will you get in here ? " he asked at last, 
motioning to the seat beside him, and signing to 
the chauffeur to get out. " I will take you to 
the station," he added, as the young man got in, 
" and perhaps you will kindly tell me what you 
have done here this morning. I confess it was 
not very intelligent of me to fail to anticipate 
such a move on your part ; and of course if you 
wish to refuse any answer to my question you 
can do so. You will, perhaps, realise that Peggy 
will certainly answer the question even if you 
don't ; on the other hand, you may consider that 
such an answer would be a surrender of the 
spoils of victory." 

"I am ready to be perfectly open from start 
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to finish^" said Ralph coolly, " as you would have 
found if you had spoken to me some months 
ago, instead of to my father. You said this 
morning, or you suggested, that Peggy was 
merely interested in me to the point of wishing 
I would get some honest work. I came down 
now to ask her if she cared for me rather more 
than that, and she has said yes." 

" You have proposed to her, in fact, and she 
has promised to marry you ? " 

" N — no, not quite that ; it was not quite so 
definite as that. Yet I think she would have 
promised that too if I had asked her." 

There was silence till the station came in sight, 
and then Sir Henry said gravely — 

" I shall understand now that you mean what 
you say when you refuse to agree to any of my 
requests. I hope you are not going to repeat this 
visit, because it will end in some very undignified 
proceedings. I mean that I must give orders at 
the lodges and to the servants that you are not 
to be admitted. I shall not do it this time, but 
please understand that if you come down again I 
shall be obliged to give these very objectionable 
orders. Now good-bye." 

A prolonged, violent quarrel with George and 
Ralpih ; explanations to the score of relatives and 
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friends who would be sure to interfere in it; 
scenes with his two daughters ; arguments of 
endless length with himself; — such was the 
pleasing prospect which confronted Sir Henry 
Spencer, as he walked up and down in the library 
after a solitary lunch. Was there no help for it ? 
Was Ralph as bad as Trevor and Mrs. Anstruther 
thought him ? Was he bound to accept and act 
upon these other views of Ralph when they 
corresponded hardly at all with his own ? What 
did they know of Ralph ; and for that matter 
what did he himself really know ? The e?5(»Xa, 
which Epicurus offers to us as the vehicles of 
our impressions, may or may not be true when 
they come direct from the object to our senses ; 
when they pass through another man's mind the 
chances of their accuracy become very small 
indeed. 

Sir Henry had a good deal of quiet affection 
for his family. He had always liked to have 
them near him, and for a good many reasons 
would have liked a marriage between these 
cousins. Like most men who have a large share 
of such family feeling, he found it hard to believe 
that there could be anything seriously wrong 
with one of them. The hard names which 
Trevor freely lavished on George and Ralph 
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moved him very little. At the bottom of his 
heart he thought his brother and nephew a pair 
of reckless, good-hearted, pleasant sportsmen, 
and it was highly improbable that he would ever 
change this opinion. He stood still now for a 
moment under a favourite family portrait, a 
crayon drawing of three children, curly-headed 
and pink-cheeked, the youngest holding some 
violets — one of the hundreds of child-groups 
which long years afterwards smile down their 
mockery on the grown men and women, 
quarrelling, parted^ dead, forgotten. 

" I was seven, and George was six, and Molly 
was four," murmured Sir Henry to himself, 
looking up at the child-faces ; " she was pretty, 
Molly was. I remember picking the violets for 
her every day, and George being furious because 
he "mightn't have some of them too. Every 
morning Molly and I went to the bank near the 
boat-house to pick fresh violets, and left George 
behind. Forty years ago 1 " 

With a little gasp Sir Henry strolled to the 
window and looked out. October sunlight lay 
bright on the lake, and he could see the boat- 
house and the violet bank where he had picked 
flowers for his baby-sister. He used to make 
her stay on the path, lest she should fall into 
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the water ; and having picked their bunch, they 
ran home to laugh at George's anger. Forty 
years ago ! . . . George had been very angry 
this morning ; had accused his brother of being 
resolved to break with him ; had hinted at 
reprisals. There would be a long family feud, 
and George would drift out of his life, re- 
membering and being remembered only with 
bitter thoughts and stinging words. Years 
hence Sir Henry must look at this picture, 
realising that George was as dead to him as the 
sister over whose violets they used to quarrel. 
Was such a separation inevitable ? Had a 
youngster never been wild before, and gambled, 
and got into debt — and been reformed ? Who 
was Trevor to write an eternal condemnation 
over Ralph Spencer's young life ? 

Sir Henry shook himself impatiently. Why 
had he not married Mrs. Anstruther two years 
ago? • 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

The Newmarket Houghton Meeting, which 
opened on the Tuesday following these events, 
brought several nervous people down to New- 
market, but none in a more desperate condition 
of anxiety than Hartley and Ralph. The former 
had "plunged" recklessly on King Richard for 
the Cambridgeshire ; the book which he and his 
partner, Ellis, had made on the race did not 
contain a single bet against this horse ; and 
in addition Hartley had backed him heavily and 
repeatedly to win and for a place in the big race. 
More than once since Ralph had first mentioned 
King Richard's name Hartley had heard good 
reports of the horse, and every time he heard 
such a report he backed him again. Ralph had 
done the same on a smaller scale, and George 
had done the same. Lord Aston, the horse's 
owner, who made no bets himself, was quite 
content that his friends should know everything 
there was to be known and pass on their informa- 
tion as much as they pleased ; the result of all 
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this being that on Tuesday, when the meeting 
began, King Hichard stood at 5 to i in the 
betting, and could not have been backed for a 
large sum at any price whatever. 

"I have always despised fellows," said Hart- 
ley, "who dance frantically round you, telling 
you about their bets, and the terror they're 
in for fear some horse should get left at the 
post, or shut in at the dip, or stopped by the 
hill ; but, upon my^word, I feel that that's just 
what I am going to do myself for the next 
twenty-four hours. Wherever and whenever 
I meet you I shall ask you for the last news of 
King Richard, and what you think of his chance, 
and what Lord Aston thinks, and every silly 
question you can imagine." 

"Shall you?" asked Ralph drily. *^I 
shouldn't wonder if in reply I asked you 
about a score more. It seems to me that your 
want of money means my want of money, and 
your smash means my smash. And I have 
a good many reasons just now for desiring 
not to be smashed." 

Hartley's fate had in fact given Mr. Ralph 
Spencer a good many hours of anxious thought 
during the past three days. In truth he thought 
of nothing else. When a man says that he 
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desires to leave ^a certain occupation he means 
the statement rather literally ; he does not, as 
a rule, wish the occupation to be taken away 
from him. There is not much honour or credit 
in the latter proceeding. If you consort with 
a gang of thieves and, growing scrupulous, 
abandon them at the moment of their greatest 
wealth and highest triumph, the world will 
perhaps have a good word to say for you ; if 
your connection with the gentlemen in question 
ceases merely because the police have caught 
them, or because their business has ceased to 
pay, the admiration will be lacking. Ralph had 
begun to argue in this fashion with regard to the 
Willesden Racecourse Company. The Com- 
pany meant Hartley and the American jockeys 
and trainers now in England ; these persons 
meant something altogether the reverse of solid 
or respectable. Unfortunately, however, their 
enterprise could not come to an end without the 
knowledge of a good many highly respectable 
small shareholders, who would ask questions, 
and would, moreover, ask them of him, Ralph, 
and insist upon having answers. The answers 
would not sound pretty ; the young man's 
" resignation " would be a farce, and would not 

be accepted, and a good many people, including 
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several friends of Sir Henry Spencer's, would 
"say thidgs." Hartley must and should win 
money somehow. Never had Ralph fought 
more eagerly for information, asked more 
shamelessly for " tips." There was hardly 
a trainer or jockey in the town from whom 
he did not demand their private opinion about 
the Cambridgeshire, and plenty of /3^er infor- 
mation about minor races. * . 

Stable companions of King Richard ran in the 
Scarborough Stakes and the limekiln Stakes, 
and were badly beaten, so that a rumour ran 
round the town that the Ashytfell House horses 
had been coughing and would do nothing during 
the meeting. At the close of the racing on 
Tuesday afternoon six to one was offered against 
King Richard. As he walked back to the " Rut- 
land Arms" Ralph heard one man tell another 
that the horse had already been scratched and 
sent back to Hampshire. In the archway of the 
" White Hart " a bookmaker well known in the 
Silver Ring was proclaiming at the top of his 
voice that he had heard, late last night, about 
something being wrong with the favourite, and 
that he was coming down to-morrow to lay a 
thousand pounds against him at any odds which 
his clients would take. Even George, who was 
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walking with his son, looked a litde uncomfort- 
able, and murmured something about "having 
a trifle on The Raven in case of accidents." A 
minute or two afterwards he had recovered 
himself and was talking contemptuously about 
Newmarket rumours. Whoever dreamt of 
believing a word of Newmarket gossip ? he asked 
buoyantly. Was a race ever run here without 
the favourite breaking down in the morning, and 
half a dozen horses winning trials which ex- 
tinguished the chance of every other runner, and 
unheard-of commissions being executed at the 
last moment in favour of half a dozen out- 
siders ? Nevertheless, George drank a bottle 
and a quarter of champagne for dinner that 
night, and played a remarkably bad game of 
billiards afterwards, and did not look as if he 
had slept much when he came out on to the 
training grounds at six o'clock next morning. 

After sleepless hours on Tuesday night Ralph 
no longer cared to conceal his agitation with 
regard to Wednesday's race ; and at breakfast, 
to which he and George returned about nine 
o'clock, various friends came up and spoke to 
him with good-humoured scoffing and amuse- 
ment, asking him if it was true that he was 
taking a pistol to the course with which to shoot 
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himself if King - Richard was beaten, and was 
booked to win a million if he won. The 
youngster answered with a sickly smile and 
nervous denials which sent his questioners 
giggling away. On his way to the racecourse he 
heard a well-known backer speak of having got 
seven to one about King Richard that morning ; 
and he walked on past the Criterion stands, 
saying to George, " It's all over, and this is The 
Raven's journey. You were quite right yester- 
day, and it's too late to back out now." 

"Nonsense, my boy," said George airily, 
though he did not look comfortable ; " I shoidd 
be really alarmed about King Richard if none 
of these scares had taken place. But no more 
bets, anyhow." 

" I half thought of putting a fiver on Antibes 
for a place,** said the boy. "You remember 
how easily she won that horrible day at Willes- 
den, and surely a ten-pound penalty can't stop 
her altogether. Some of the chaps at the 
* Rutland ' were saying last night that she might 



win." 



" Good heavens ! Ralph," cried the elder man, 
with a loud, genuine laugh, " your nerves must 
be in a pretty queer condition if you're going 
to put a fiver on every brute you hear men- 
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tioned by * some chaps at the " Rutland " ' ! 
Come along, lad, and get some lunch and stop 
talking nonsense. Good things for the autumn 
handicaps are few and hard to find, but we've 
got one of them, and I am going to sit tight 



on it." 



Ralph banished Antibes from his mind with an 
effort, and put his five pounds on Dirk for the 
Wednesday Welter Handicap, and Dirk won, 
and once more the sun shone on Ralph's world. 
He left the next race alone, and invested ten 
pounds each way on Shortbread for the New 
Nursery Plate. The fidgety little two-year-old 
ran last all the way to the Abingdon mile post, 
so that Ralph began to mutter curses on his luck 
and wish he had waited for the next race. Then 
her jockey let her go, and she flew to the front, 
as every other spectator on the course had seen 
that she could do at any moment, and won in an 
easy canter. 

" One would think you were watching your 
first race and had never seen Roberts ride in 
your life," said a friend of Ralph's who had 
overheard the youngster's terrified comments on 
Shortbread's performance. "Come and have a 
drink and steady your nerves for the Cambridge- 
shire." 
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But Ralph shook his head and moved off into 
the paddock. 

Twenty -four runners were posted on the 
number board for the Cambridgeshire, trainers 
muttered last words of caution and command to 
their jockeys, the Birdcage slowly emptied, and 
the railings and every step of the stands were 
crowded with humanity as the horses came out. 
Critics passed unfavourable comments on the 
favourite as he cantered down in slow, lum- 
bering fashion, looking dull and a trifle stale. 
Early in the afternoon he had been passed in the 
betting by The Raven, the hope of America, 
who, with the invincible J. Barnes riding her, 
was now walking down close to the railings amid 
murmurs of admiration from the onlookers. 
Cries of " 8 to i bar one " rose from the ring, 
and a desire to back the American could not 
be readily gratified. ^^ Never more," said Lunn 
to each would-be backer of the favourite, and 
only Ellis oflTered an occasional four to one, while 
one or two bookmakers at the other end of the 
ring were crying "7 to 2 the field." Steady 
backers of the American horses looked soberly 
elated. "It's a stone-blind certainty for The 
Raven,** was the invariable reply to every re- 
quest for final information, and Ralph retired in 



224 



Digitized 



by Google 



George and Son 

sulky despair to his favourite pillar in the Tatter- 
sall enclosure, begging Hartley to leave him 
alone and not speak to him till the race was 
over. 

A long and sickening delay occurred at the 
post ; breaks-away took place one after another, 
and a string of galloping horses appeared again 
and again on the crest of the hill with their 
jockeys sitting back and pulling angrily. The 
Raven appeared three times among the run- 
aways ; once or twice the green and white stripes 
of Antibes appeared in the van, and once the 
primrose and scarlet jacket of Roberts was by 
her side. 

Half an hour passed in this fashion, the 
starter was beginning to lose patience, and to 
judge by the extreme care with which the 
jockeys endeavoured to keep in line for the next 
few attempts, his threats were getting rather 
violent. At last only two horses broke away 
for a few paces ; they were turned back and 
joined the wavering line, which surged forward 
once more, level and steady. A buzz of ex- 
citement rose from the stands, cries of " Now ! " 
" Now ! " came from a hundred excited voices, 
and at last a great shout of " Off I " rang down 
the stands and enclosures, from the Birdcage to a 
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litde group which had collected on the Ditch 
Mile steps. 

Directly the flag fell Barnes sent The Raven 
to the front at racing pace ; she was lighdy 
weighted, and could stay the course from end 
to end, and the American trainer knew better 
than to give any subtle riding orders to his 
jockeys when he meant business. Half a dozen 
horses whose riders had been told simply to 
keep as near The Raven as they could, and 
in front of her if they could get there, went 
after Barnes at top speed ; while the remainder 
came steadily on ten lengths in the rear. At the 
end of half a mile Roberts on King Richard 
began to push out from the ruck, thinking that 
if he waited till the seven leaders were beaten and 
began to fall back, blundering and swerving as 
they came, he might not very easily get through. 
The moment was chosen with judgment, for King 
Richard, who ran very easily down hill, passed 
six of the first detachment without any effort, 
and drew level with The Raven. 

Ralph swept the field with his glasses for a 
brief second and said to himself with set teeth 
that the race was between these two, with a 
shade of odds on King Richard, and that every 
other horse in it was beaten already. At the 
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Bushes King Richard and The Raven were level 
and six lengths in front of their nearest attendants ; 
then as they rose out of the dip Barnes's hands 
began to move, and a long, low murmur of ex- 
citement swept down the enclosures. 

"We win it, Ralph," said George in an un- 
usually quiet voice. "The Raven's beat, and 
Roberts hasn't moved a finger. Ah ! what did 
I say?" 

A great shout of excitement rang down the 
course as Barnes caught up his whip, held The 
Raven level with his rival for one more moment, 
and then dropped back beaten amid cries of 
anger and disappointment. Ralph, with his 
glasses fixed on King Richard, could scarcely 
breathe with excitement. " We win this time," 
he muttered to himself with white lips ; " he 
can hold out easily now ; he'll — damnation ! 
what's this?" 

Watching King Richard only, and moving his 
glasses back only once on to the horses im- 
mediately behind him, who were all floundering 
hopelessly on under whip and spur, Ralph was 
amazed to see Roberts suddenly pick up his 
whip and sit down to ride as though in a 
desperate finish. Dropping his glasses, as a 
thousand other spectators did, with the same 
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exclamation of surprise, he saw the cause. Close 
under the rails on the stand side of the course 
Antibes had shot out of the group of beaten 
horses, drawn up to King Richard with scarcely 
an effort, and was now racing with him neck and 
neck, with the English horse's weight stopping 
him at every stride. As they went past Tattersall's, 
with King Richard still retaining some fraction 
of his advantage, and Roberts riding one of 
his most desperate finishes, and the crowd cheer- 
ing him frantically as he went by, one more gleam 
of hope came to Ralph's mind ; but in truth the 
Cambridgeshire was over. One more fierce effort 
on the part of the English jockey, one more 
frantic cheer for him from the swaying, screaming 
crowd, one more cut of the whip for Antibes, 
and the French filly was past the winning-post 
half a length in front of King Richard. For one 
more moment spectators in the stands could not 
be certain which had won, and went on shouting 
opinions and bets on the result ; then Antibes' 
number went up on the judges' box, the cries 
abruptly ceased, the numbers of the placed 
horses were put up, the last stragglers cantered 
in, the crowd overran the course, and the winner 
was led back to the weighing-room amid the 
stony, contemptuous silence in which an English 
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crowd still receives the success of a "shady" 
stable and a smart betting-coup. 

Ralph stood by his pillar without moving 
hand or foot, regarding with rapt interest a fly 
which was walking along the edge of the step 
below him. He noted the horse which had run 
into the third place, and remembered vaguely 
that a long time ago — or could it have been only 
this morning ? — someone had advised him to 
back it for a place. Then Hartley came up 
to him, and the two men looked at one another 
with a dreadful attempt at a smile on their ashen 
faces. 

"I thought it was all over," said Hartley, 
" when I saw Roberts come so soon ; he'd no 
business to be in front down there ; I should 
have thought he'd know better at this time of 
day than to be kidded by these American devils. 
Fancy his thinking at his time of life that a 
brute like The Raven could last over the 
Cambridgeshire distance at such a pace. Then, 
you see, when he'd come out and beaten The 
Raven down at the Bushes, he'd got nothing 
left for this French devil up here." 

" Yes, that was the way of it, I suppose," said 
Ralph, smiling resolutely ; " it was very bad 
judgment. Aston will be furious." 
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" Fools we all were not to take Antibes into 
calculation for a moment," said Hartley. " For 
my part I clean forgot she was running, or if her 
name did cross my mind her ten pound penalty 
soon drove her out of it. I am a fool." 

" One always feels foolish," said Ralph lightly, 
" when one hasn't taken the winner into calcula- 
tion. By the way, I am told that Greybeard is 
rather a good thing for the last race to-day." 

" Greybeard ? for the Moulton Stakes ? Oh, 
thanks. I'll put a quid or two on if I can find 
one in my pocket." 

With another long, curious look at one 
another the two men turned away. Suddenly 
Ralph turned back and called after Hartley, who 
glanced round at him again. 

" Are you going up to London to-night ? " 

Hartley nodded. 

" I'd rather like to see you. Will you come 
to Mount Street after dinner ? My father is 
staying on here." 

"Very well, I'll come. Will half-past nine 
suit you ? " 

"That will do." 

It was odd to notice that during their two 
conversations the men never took their eyes off 
one another's faces. Apparently both were re- 
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solved to show no sign, and to read any which 
the other showed. 

Only three runners turned out for the 
Moulton Stakes. Long odds were asked for 
on Greybeard, who had won a race here on 
the previous day, and Ralph put the greater 
part of his ready-money winnings over Dirk 
and Shortbread on the horse. Greybeard was 
beaten in very much the same fashion as King 
Richard, and Ralph smiled benignly, saying to 
himself that his luck was really rather a good 
joke. It never changed or varied by a hair's 
breadth ; the end of every day, the end of 
every week, the end of every month found him 
losing, losing, steadily and regularly, without 
hurry, but without stop, mostly with a few 
trifling bits of success at the beginning of each 
day to lend bitterness to his failure at the end. 
It did not matter apparently whether he was 
engaged in honest or dishonest transactions, 
whether he was working or gambling, occupied 
in business or pleasure of his own or other 
people's ; wherever it was possible for luck to 
enter, luck did enter, and to him it was always 
bad luck. He could count upon it as he could 
count upon the sun rising, and in his defeats 
by fortune there would equally certainly be 
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every additional litde item of aggravation and 
vexation and disappointment which human or 
superhuman imagination could devise. Such 
thoughts were flooding through his mind now ; 
but thoxigh as a rule he found a certain amount 
of satisfection in dwelling on them, he pushed 
them out of his mind now quickly and fearfully. 
For some reason which he could not quite 
understand he dared not give them rein this 
afternoon. He dared not think at all. For 
one frightened moment, on looking round the 
train which was going up to London, he could 
see no one whom he knew, and thought that 
he would be obliged to make the journey in 
silence, with only his own thoughts for company. 
Long afterwards a certain Sir Richard Caston, 
a very slight acquaintance of Ralph's and not 
at all inclined to become more friendly, used 
to tell of his astonishment when young Spencer 
ran up to him on the Newmarket platform and 
begged to be allowed to travel up to London 
with him. "The fellow came up to me," he 
used to say, "looking like a dead man who 
had died raving mad and then had his features 
twisted into a grin by an amiable nurse who 
wanted him to look more cheerful. Good Lord, 
I tell you I was fairly scared ! And he never 
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sat still for a second or stopped talking for 
a minute till we got into two hansoms at St. 
Pancras." 

A long letter from Peggy awaited Mr. Spencer. 
She had talked the matter out with her father, 
she said, who had been much kinder than Ralph 
expected. He said steadily that he would allow 
no engagement ; but she — Peggy — did not be- 
lieve he meant what he said. The letter 
concluded with a page of advice and sympathy 
and affection, and as Ralph put it down he 
was trembling from head to foot. Peggy had 
apparently quite understood that he was asking 
her to engage herself to him and to marry him. 
She was quite willing ; she believed she could 
persuade her father. ... As Ralph came into 
his flat this evening he had said to himself that 
Fate could have no worse pain in store for him 
than he was suffering then ; but he had been 
wrong. After reading Peggy's letter he found 
that misery had yet deeper depths. 
. He dined in his room, or at any rate ate 
some food that was brought to him. The 
servant, who knew that his two masters had 
backed King Richard, and who had bought an 
evening paper in order to see whether the result 
of the race held out any hope of his wages 
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being paid, was suffering under some depression 
of spirits, and tossed uninteresting-looking dishes 
down on the table one after another in angry 
silence. Ralph took no notice of the man or 
the food ; he had a little soup and some biscuits 
and a great deal of champagne, only taking some 
of the other things on to his plate, and turning 
them over and over with a fork, in order to 
induce the servant to leave the room for a few 
minutes. Some coffee was brought to him, and 
a bottle of brandy, and with them came Hartley. 
The two men talked perfunctorily for a few 
minutes while the table was being cleared — 
Roberts had given the race away by a piece 
of incredibly bad riding ; if he wasn't above 
suspicion some very nasty words would be used, 
they agreed, about his handling of King Richard 
this afternoon ; it might be worth while to look 
very carefully into the ownership of Antibes, 
since a shady French owner was liable to blunder 
in his efforts to conceal as much as possible 
about his horse and himself. ... At last the 
servant left the room, and the trickle of idle 
talk ceased. Ralph looked at his companion 
and said simply : 

" Tell me the worst in a word. Is Willesden 
at an end ? " 

234 






Digitized 



by Google 



George and Son 

Hardey nodded. 

"Would there be no hope for you if this 
brute won another race ? You can*t have actually 
lost more than a hundred or two ? " 

**That was all I had on the horse in actual 
bets ; but the book was made for him to win. 
It's quite an open question if I can settle on 
Monday. About Willesden there's no question 
at all. It must go." 

"You mean it is so certain that I had better 
tell my father and the others ? I don't want, 
you know," added Ralph in a level, expressionless 
voice, " to tell them before I am obliged." 

" Well, you must tell them now." 

"The night of a big smash like this is not 
a very good time for making up one's mind. 
Things look better in the morning. Isn't it 
possible that by to-morrow morning something 
will have occurred to you ? I should be obliged 
to you — I confess that I should be very greatly 
obliged — if you could hold on for a bit. If it's 
a case of raising money I will go and negotiate 
anything you like with anybody you choose." 

The man writhed impatiently. " It will cer- 
tainly be a case for me of raising money — of 
raising every farthing I can get. But Willesden 
won't have much of the money. I haven't gone 
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into the book yet, as I tell you, but I'm pretty 
certain it spells ruin." 

"It may be better than you expect," urged 
Ralph, "and these back-end meetings have 
always meant a fortune to you. Let me come 
round and see you to-morrow and hear the 
worst or best." 

" The book may have squared itself by some 
miracle," said Hartley, growing more hopeful 
under this persistent optimism. "Ellis doesn't 
often make mistakes, but I suppose he's capable 
of making one. I'm not going down to New- 
market to-morrow, so I'll just look round at 
the Knightsbridge office and tell you what's 
happened. You've done me good, young man, 
and I could do with a brandy and soda and a 
biscuit. I have had nothing to eat since lunch 
to-day. If Willesden does crack up, it won't 
make much odds to ypu or your dad, will it ? 
The hundred or two which you get out of it 
can't make a very alarming difference to your 
income or your debts, whichever it is that you 
keep in such plenty." 

"I don't love to be mixed up in a failure," 
said Ralph vaguely ; and having supplied his 
guest with food and drink, he sat down again 
and attempted to talk of other matters. 

236 



Digitized 



by Google 



George and Son 

Whatever reflections morning brought to Mr. 
Hartley, it brought nothing but bitter thoughts 
to Ralph Spencer. He went round to Knights- 
bridge and sat in the oflSce by himself, with 
nothing to do except brood over his own evil 
fortune. An old half-torn letter was lying on 
his table, which he picked up and read mechani- 
cally ; it was a note from Lord Aston about the 
payment of his subscription, and concluded with 
the news that King Richard had just left for 
Newmarket in the pink of condition and was 
almost bound to win the Cambridgeshire. The 
letter had arrived, Ralph remembered, just as 
he was leaving the office for St. Pancras on his 
way down to Newmarket, and it had sent him 
on his journey in high spirits. All through that 
Monday and Tuesday, however despondent he 
might be, there was hope at the back of his 
mind, hope that he might win plenty of money 
for himself and be able to leave the Willesden 
Racecourse Company in dignified fashion at a 
moment when no other motive except a desire 
for better-class work could possibly be attributed 
to him. Horses got beaten, of course ; but some- 
times they won. Something had got to win. 
At any rate, there was always the hope to fall 
back upon. Every hope was gone now, and a 
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future could hardly be said to exist for Ralph 
Spencer or his fether. 

At this pleasing point in Ralph's meditations 
Hartley entered, and nodding good morning in 
a careless fashion, went and stood by the window 
for a moment. Then he turned round and faced 
Ralph. 

"I believe," he said very slowly, "you were 
right last night, and after all there may be a way 
out of this." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

There was a breathless silence for a moment, 
Hartley seeming unwilling to go on with the 
conversation. At last Ralph asked hurriedly : 

" Do you mean that your book isn't as bad as 
you thought ? " 

"Partly that," said Hartley, "and there's 
another thing. Ellis wires me this morning 
that they mean to run King Richard again in 
the Old Cambridgeshire to-morrow. He's safe 
to win that." 

Ralph's face fell considerably. "Starting at 
7 to 4 on ! " he said rather scornfully. " You 
buy your money, and for anything you know 
he may be awfully done up by yesterday's race. 
If you've got much left I should think you had 
better keep it for Hurst Park on Saturday, and 
put it on Elm." 

"I'm going to do that too, young man, but 
Fm^ going to double it first. If you've got 
anything left I'd advise you to do the same. 
Now let's finish with this dreary affair for a 
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time, and see if there's any business which wants 
doing here. I — I happened to be passing the 
bank on my way here, and strolled in to ask 
what our balance was. They make it out ;^737.** 

" Oh, nonsense, it can't be that ! " 

"Yes. Seven hundred and thirty -seven 
pounds ; just that," repeated Hartley doggedly. 
"Those bank chaps never make mistakes. I 
daresay a lot of fees have been paid in lately, 
and apparently you haven't been keeping your 
eye very carefully on them. That won't do, 
Mr. Spencer. You must go cautiously. You'd 
better look up some of the details this after- 
noon." 

Ralph flushed angrily, but kept silence. It 
was quite possible that he had been a little care- 
less lately, and when money was paid direct into 
the company's bank account he did not always 
consider it his business to remember the fact. 
His responsibility for the funds of the company 
was not great ; either he or his father were 
able to acknowledge the receipt of money, and 
cheques had to be signed by one of the secre- 
taries and one of the directors. In practice they 
were mostly signed by George Spencer and 
Hartley, though once or twice lately Ralph had 
signed them in conjunction with Lord Aston 
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and with Hardey. Two or three members of 
the committee had made private protests against 
George being allowed even a share in the control 
of the money, and had expressed their wish that 
neither of the secretaries — or only Ralph if it 
was necessary to have one — should be financially 
responsible. 

Hartley began turning over some bills now, 
and eyed them with a somewhat elaborate air 
of disapproval. Ralph watched him with grow- 
ing wonder. Something was wrong, he was sure, 
in addition to what had happened yesterday. 

"These ought to be paid," said Hartley, 
taking up a bundle of accounts and staring at 
them with the air of a man who is keeping his 
eyes on something, less in order to see the 
object than to hide his eyes. " What's the demd 
total, as Mantalini used to say ? " 

"About ;^i 82." 

"They had better be paid at once. I'll go 
round and pay them this afternoon." 

"Do you want the cheques made out at 
once ? " asked Ralph in surprise. 

"I want to speak to two or three of the 
men," said Hartley, "I'll pay them in cash. 
And some of this money — about half the balance 
in fact — is private money of mine, some of 
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which I must transfer back to my private 
account. We'll write out one big cheque and 
settle the whole business. By the way, would 
you and your &ther like to have your December 
quarter paid in advance ? I expect a few 
sovereigns would be useful to both of you just 
now. The amount can be included in the 
cheque if you like." 

"I should be immensely obliged, and my 
&ther would be the same. But " 

Hartley had sat down at the table and written 
out a cheque. He tossed it across to Ralph, 
saying casually, "Sign that under my name, 
ril bring you back your share of it and your 
father's this afternoon." 

The cheque was for £s5^y ^^^ ^^^ made out 
to Hartley himself. Ralph glanced at it and 
put down the pen which he had taken up. 

" I don't quite understand the items which go 
to make up this amount," he said, tearing up 
a small piece of blotting-paper into very exact 
squares ; "would you mind explaining them to 
me again ? " 

"These bills amount to ;^i8o; then there's 
a quarter's pay for'' you and your father ; and I 
am borrowing ^^300 of my own money for a 
few days. I shall repay it next week, though 
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on my word I don't see why I should. I've 
allowed my private account to be drawn upon 
rather too freely during the last six months." 

"Wouldn't it be well to speak to Aston and 
the Duke or some of the others before doing 
that ? " asked Ralph, with his eyes still bent on 
the blotting-paper. 

"They're all at Newmarket," answered Hartley 
in rough impatience. " I told them at the last 
meeting that I must repay myself some of this 
money, and they quite agreed. There's no need 
to say anything at all about it. Come, we can't 
spend all the morning talking like this. Scrawl 
your name down and let me be off." 

" I'm afraid you will think me a very forget- 
ful and unbusinesslike person," said Ralph, fit- 
ting the squares of blotting-paper very exactly 
one on top of the other, and speaking very 
hurriedly ; " but I cannot remember any of the 
advances which you mention. Ought I to have 
known about them ? " 

"I daresay you didn't Our accounts are 
pretty muddled. And now I come to think of 
it, perhaps you had better not mention that I 
have told you anything about it. If anyone 
asks questions about this cheque refer them to 



me." 
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Ralph took up the pen again and dipped it in 
the ink, holding it there for a moment in such a 
passion of anxiety as he had rarely felt in his 
life before. If he refused to sign this cheque, 
Hartley*s indignation would be extreme ; and, 
in point of fact, why was he hesitating ? The 
man had come here once or twice before and 
taken cheques, the details of which Ralph had 
not understood, but all of which had been passed 
afterwards by the other directors and accounted 
for in perfectly proper fashion. The amounts 
were much smaller, and the company's balance 
had been much larger, while at the present 
moment Ralph scarcely believed that the balance 
standing to their credit was anything like ;^700. 
At any rate, if it was so, it meant that other 
cheques had not yet been cashed, and ran some 
risk of refusal when they were presented. On 
the other hand, Ralph's whole financial experience 
was of reckless, haphazard transactions ; and in 
all his life he had never paid any other atten- 
tion to income or expenditure than to calculate, 
mostly inaccurately, whether he had five pounds 
left for some particular project. Only two. points 
were perfectly clear to him with regard to this 
present cheque — that he would offend Hartley 
seriously and irrevocably by refusing to sign it, 
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and that Hartley himself had promised to make 
all necessary explanations* In truth he could not 
imagine the probability of any such explanations 
being asked for. It was weeks since any of the 
other directors had come near the office, or asked 
any question except as to the number of visitors 
to the racecourse at the last meeting. They 
were supposed to meet twice a month, but in 
fact no one except Hartley had attended to any 
business since July. The company, with its 
committee and directors and managers and 
trustees, simply meant Hartley. 

Ralph signed his name to the cheque and 
handed it to his companion, looking him full in 
the face for the first time since Hartley had 
begun to speak about the bill. The two men 
stood opposite to one another, each holding one 
end of the little slip of paper ; their faces were 
very white, and their eyes slightly contracted and 
peering at one another as if desperately anxious 
to read each other's thoughts. They stood so 
while one might count three, and then Hartley 
made a slight snatch at the cheque. 

" You are going to cash it at once ? " asked 
the younger man, stammering over one or two 
of his words, and moistening his lips with his 
tongue after speaking. 
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" Yes, yes," said the other, turning away, " and 
I am bringing you back your share of the plimder 



at once." 



" My — what ? " asked Ralph angrily. 

"Don't get so snappish over a small joke," 
said Hartley, forcing a smile on to his pale face. 
" Have you got anything to do ? If not you 
might as well come with me." 

"Very well. You are forgetting these bills. 
If you are going to pay them you had better 
take them with you." Ralph handed the bundle 
to Hartley with another frightened look. 

"Thanks," said the other, speaking more 
coolly ; " I was just going to put them in my 
pocket." 

The men walked to the bank in silence and 
cashed the cheque, Hartley handing to Ralph a 
bundle of notes. "Send me a receipt this 
afternoon, and tell your father to do the same," 
he said quietly ; and something in his voice 
reassured Ralph for a moment. Invariably when 
he had a few pounds in his pocket everything in 
the world began to look hopeful and bright and 
as it should be. His suspicions of Hartley 
vanished now so completely that he had no 
other thought but anxiety as to whether Hartley 
had noticed them. 
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He went to lunch in Sloane Street, and found 
Miss Mellar in a decidedly snappish humour. 

"I shan't be able to stand you many more 
free lunches," she said, " if you give me many 
more tips. What idiots you all were to let that 
French lot score off you again I They tell me 
this morning that Antibes had been backed at 
starting price all over the country." 

" Oh, damn Antibes ! " said Ralph furiously. 
"Do all your sex suppose that a race like the 
Cambridgeshire is a machine which you wind up 
to go for a certain time, and to stop with the 
horses in a certain position ? " 

" Has the young lady in Surrey been cutting 
up rough ? " asked Miss Mellar sweetly. " Or 
has her father been finding out a few facts about 
you, and inviting you to stay away from his 
house ? " 

" I dislike hearing my family or family affairs 
discussed here," said Ralph in a fury. " Would 
you mind remembering that in the future ? " 

" I will try. Have you everything you want 
now ? Your wine ? Oh, yes. The mustard ? 
ril bring some. And afterwards would you like 
to look at the bill ?" This question, which Miss 
Mellar kept as her final weapon of defence 
against Ralph's insolence, missed fire on this 
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occasion. Mr. Spencer finished his lunch quiedy, 
and came up to the manageress's table afterwards, 
asking to pay. She showed him the bill, amount- 
ing to some sixteen pounds, with a little malicious 
smile, which gave place to a somewhat blank 
look when Ralph produced a bundle of bank 
notes and paid it. " Have I made myself very 
nasty ? " she asked in a low voice. " I suppose 
you have been rather hard hit by that race, and 
weren't quite in the mood to be scolded about 
my losses. It's stupid of me to begin betting." 

"I'm sorry you lost money," said Ralph 
coldly, and turned to leave the room. After a 
moment of hesitation Miss Mellar ran out into 
the passage after him. 

" Don't be cross, old boy," she said, putting 
her hand on his arm ; " and, look here, don't 
bother yourself about this bill. Take these 
notes back, and keep them till you've got a few 
more. I don't want them, and won't have 
them." 

Ralph shook his head and looked at her with 
a half-dazed, infinitely weary smile, which filled 
the woman with penitence for her late outbreak. 
He put his hand on the hand which was holding 
out the notes to him, and stroked it with his 
fingers ; then he bent down and kissed the 
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woman, and with a murmured "Good-bye, 
Mamie," he went slowly downstairs. At the 
bottom of the stairs he looked up again, and 
seeing Miss Mellar leaning over the banisters 
and watching him, he waved his hand with a 
forced smile, and saying "You will see me 
again on Monday," went out into the street. 

On Friday morning Ralph received a telegram, 
** King Richard is running in Old Cambridge- 
shire this afternoon. Shall I put a pony on for 
you ? Hartley." He stared at it in some be- 
wilderment ; then saw that it had been sent 
from Newmarket, and put it down on the table, 
trying to think. Why should his soul suddenly 
be filled with deadly sick fear on hearing that 
Hartley had gone to Newmarket ? Probably he 
was going in any case. What earthly reason 
was there to suppose that his having procured 
the cheque from Ralph yesterday made any 
difference to his visit ? He was always at 
Newmarket during the races. The extraordi- 
nary thing was that he should have been in 
London on Thursday. Ralph took up a pen, 
wrote " Many thanks ; delighted if you will 
put pony on King Richard for me," and gave 
it to a boy to take to the telegraph office. Then 
he tried to settle down to some work, but there 
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was very little to do, and after writing two or 
three notes he went round to his club, lunched, 
and then stood by the table watching the news 
from the racecourse as it was hammered out. 
Presently the runners for the Old Cambridge- 
shire appeared ; they numbered only five, and 
Ralph shrugged his shoulders impatiently at the 
foregone conclusion. The "OfF!" was rapped 
out after a very brief delay ; then came, " King 
Richard won " ; then the placed horses ; then 
"Old Cambs., S. P. 3 to i on King Richard 
..." Ralph laughed a litde, and swore a little, 
and went out for a walk. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Ralph found his father in Mount Street that 
evening. He had hardly spoken to him since the 
morning before the Cambridgeshire, and came 
into the chambers wondering for a moment 
whether even George's buoyant spirits had for- 
saken him under this blow. Apparently they 
had to some slight extent. He was sitting in 
an armchair studying his betting-book, and 
when Ralph came in he greeted him with a 
tnelancholy shake of the head. The young 
man was irrationally vexed. He said to him- 
self that for the first time in his life he would 
have been rather pleased to be greeted with 
George's absurdly cheerful words, and on that 
one occasion the elder man was plunged in 
gloom. Dinner passed with some forced con- 
versation about the events of the week, even 
this favourite meal being powerless to raise 
George's spirits, though he brightened up to- 
wards the end when Ralph told him that Hartley 

had advanced his quarter's salary. 
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" It will be useful," he said, dropping into an 
armchair when the table had been cleared ; " it 
will come in very useful, for I'm afraid we are at 
the end of our tether. I haven't liked to worry 
you about it, my boy, while you've been so 
harried by your uncle Henry, but I don't know 
how we are going to last out till Christmas. 
This little sum will help, and you'd better hand 
me over your share too. It was good-natured 
of Hartley. What made him do it ? " 

" He came into the office on Thursday morn- 
ing, and found those bills — Duncan's and Smith's 
and the others — and said they wanted paying. 
Then he drew a cheque for the total, saying that 
he would pay them personally, and asked if we 
would like our December quarters added to the 
cheque. Of course I said yes, so he cashed the 
whole amount and handed me our share." 

"I say, Ralph, I — I don't much like that. 
Those bills were the best part of ;^2oo, weren't 
they ? I — I hope he paid them. He lost a lot 
of money this afternoon, and it would be a 
damned awkward thing for us if the money 
happened not to belong to him. You shouldn't 
have signed that cheque for him." 

Ralph Spencer got up out of his chair in great 
agitation and looked down at his father, who was 
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twitching about in his seat and shaking his head 
and smoking very fast. 

" I believe I've been a great fool," stam- 
mered the young man, "and what I have told 
you isn't all. Hartley said something about 
a large part of the balance at the bank being 
private money of his, which he had a right to 
draw if he liked. He drew a cheque for ;^550." 

George Spencer sprang from his chair with a 
scream. "He drew — what ? £550 ! Why, it's 
every farthing there is in the bank after 
Weatherby's cheques are paid, which Aston and 
I sent from Newmarket on Monday. You dolt ! 
you idiot ! you damned fool ! Has he been 
bribing you ? Oh, I see ; the quarter's salary 
was a bribe to both of us. My God ! This 
means gaol for us all ! " 

The two men faced one another for a moment 
with livid faces and in breathless silence. 

" Hartley said something about putting some 
more of his own money into the company's 
account on Monday," said Ralph at last. 

George stared at his son with new horror on 
his face. "Then it was a deliberately planned 
fraud between the two of you," he said in a 
terrified whisper. "Hartley took the money 
out in order to have a last plunge at Newmarket, 
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meaning to repay it if he won ; and you apparently 
knew what he was doing, and allowed him to do 
it, and took this quarter's pay for yourself and 
me, knowing perfectly well that it was a bribe to 
us to hold our tongues. On my word, Ralph, 
if Jrou get six months' hard labour for this, you'll 
richly deserve it. And unless you mean to bolt 
you probably will get it. Hartley lost every 
farthing he had this afternoon." 

The young man stared at his father with 
terrified eyes ; drops of perspiration were on 
his face ; his lips were a dull blue ; his hands 
were icy cold. At this moment he coidd not 
remember one of the explanations and excuses 
with which he had lulled his own mind into an 
uneasy sleep over this affair. The transaction 
now appeared to him the baldest and openest 
crime, which a child might have detected at any 
moment while it was being carried out. He 
tried to stammer out his story of what he had 
done and thought, but even to his own ears it 
sounded childishly ridicidous, and he was not 
surprised at the scornful comment with which 
George checked it. 

"We can do nothing now," said the elder man, 
beginning to walk up and down the room, 
" except find Hartley, and force him to borrow 
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or steal sufficient money to repay this cheque. 
Of course, he can get it somewhere. I will have 
that money back in the bank on Monday if I 
murder Hartley to do it. I have arranged a 
meeting of the directors for Monday afternoon, 
and if this transaction comes out you and 
Hartley will simply be arrested for embezzle- 
ment This money which he paid to you must 
go back too. You can hardly have spent any of 
your share yet. Give it to me at once." 

" I am afraid I have spent nearly all of it," 
muttered Ralph. 

" You are an utter scoundrel, a thief, neither 
more nor less," said George furiously. His face 
had suddenly become full of lines and wrinkles, 
and was distorted with passion. "Come with 
me at once to look for Hartley, and after that 
you and I will part. I will save you this time, 
if I can ; but I have no mind to live with a man 
who may cheat my friends or forge someone's 
name at any moment." 

Ralph hardly heard the furious words, and 
followed his father out of the house, too sick 
with shame and terror even to notice where 
they were going. The two men drove first 
to Hartley's house, then followed him to the 
"Continental," where they were told he was 
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dining, and then went on to a music-hall, whose 
name the porter had heard called out by Hardey 
to his cabman. But the man was not to be 
found there, and George was about to drive 
back to his house and await his return when 
he bethought himself of the Carnation Club. 
Thither accordingly he and Ralph drove in 
silence. 

The hour being yet early, only about a dozen 
guests were present, most of them walking 
aimlessly up and down the ballroom waiting for 
some music to begin. Among those present 
were the two Spaniards, the past and present 
husband of the Spanish dancer. Not at all 
anxious to be recognised by either of them, 
Ralph moved into a window recess, and, since 
his father had decided to wait here for an hour 
or two on the chance of Hartley coming in, he 
sat down in the recess and tried to face the 
situation. 

His endeavours to remember all that had 
happened, and to find some loophole of escape 
for himself, were interrupted by the two 
Spaniards, who were walking up and down 
near him, talking in low, angry voices. Hartley's 
name was mentioned once or twice^ but the 
conversation was carried on in Spanish, and 
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Ralph understood nothing. Presently, however, 
an Englishman came in, apparently in the jovial 
stage of intoxication, and came up to the 
Spaniards, saying cheerfully, "Hallo, my noble 
Dons ! I have just been talking to a country- 
woman of yours, no other than the adorable 
Inez herself. She's been dining with that old 
villain Hartley again, and he brought her on to 
the Tivoli. They'll be here in a moment." 

" I know that," was the quiet reply, coming 
from the man who had once been introduced to 
Ralph as Signor Maltenta. 

" She was with him on Thursday night too," 
said the Englishman jovially. "Nobody else 
has a look in when Hartley's around." 

" You think not ? " asked the Spaniard very 
quietly ; then he glanced at his fellow-country- 
man, and smiled a fine, faint smile, and muttered 
something to him in Spanish. Even as he 
spoke Hartley appeared in the doorway, with 
the face of the Spanish dancer peering over his 
shoulder. 

George beckoned to Ralph and walked rapidly 
to the door. The young man followed in time 
to hear his father's imperious voice ordering 
Hartley to come downstairs immediately. 
Looking back for a moment, Ralph saw the 
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two Spaniards regarding the scene with a some- 
what puzzled air, and then themselves moving 
slowly towards the door. Suddenly he re- 
membered that the man called Maltenta was the 
husband of Inez, and he smiled rather a grim 
smile, perceiving that he and his father would 
have allies if they had need of them. 

Hartley gave one scared look round and tried 
to back out of the doorway, but George strode 
past him and placed himself at the head of the 
stairs. Ralph felt a sudden new respect for his 
father, whose promptitude and resolution might 
almost succeed in saving him. 

" Come downstairs, Mr. Spencer, if you want 
to talk to me," said Hartley nervously ; " there*s 
a little room near the front door where we can 
talk without being overheard." 

" Follow the man down, Ralph," said George, 
turning to go downstairs in front, and speaking 
to his son over his shoulder ; " follow him 
closely, and knock him downstairs if he tries 
to escape." 

"You are using some very odd language, 
Mr. Spencer," said Hartley, when the three 
men had arrived in a small empty office near the 
front door. 

"I have no time to waste in picking words," 
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said George sternly. " Have you lost all that 
money which you stole yesterday ? " 

" Upon my word, Mr. Spencer ! " 

"Answer my question, sir," said the other 
in a low, furious voice ; " I will give you one 
minute to answer it, and then I shall send for 
the police." 

"The money was simply my own, which 
I " 

" Will you answer my question ? Is it all 
lost?" 

" As you saw this afternoon, I couldn't touch 
a winner except King Richard, so " 

George fell back a step or two with muttered 
exclamations of helplessness. The worst had 
happened, apparently, and he did not quite know 
what to do next. 

"There is a meeting of the directors on 
Monday afternoon," he said at last quietly, 
"and every farthing of that money must be 
back in the bank by Monday morning. How 
can you get the money ? Very likely you are 
planning to go abroad to-night, and trust to 
luck that we shall not think it worth while to 
pursue you and bring you back. Well, you 
are not going to do that. My son and I will 
never let you out of our sight day or night 
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for a single hour till the money has been put 
back." 

" It was mine, and I have spent it, down to 
the last five-pound note, which paid a bill for 
Inez and me at dinner to-night. Suppose you 
stop talking this insolent nonsense and let me 
out of this room." 

"You'll stay with us day and night till 
Monday ; then you'll probably go to gaol." 

" Really," said Hartley, "you are both making 
an outrageous fuss about nothing ; but if you 
are so keen on it I don't mind putting the 
money back. I can go round to Denver and 
borrow it now if you like. Then you can come 
to my house to-morrow morning, and we'll go 
round to the bank and square the matter." 

" Do you think I am as big a fool as you are 
a knave ? " said George Spencer contemptuously. 
"We'll make a few additions to your arrange- 
ments. Ralph and I will come with you to 
Denver, hear what he says, take you home 
with us, and lock you up in our chambers till 
to-morrow morning. Then, as you say, we'll 
all go to the bank and settle the business." 

" Very well, then ; come along." 

As the three men got outside the room they 
were considerably startled to see two figures 
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standing close to the front door, who must have 
been able to overhear every word which they 
had been saying in the office. Somewhat to 
their relief, however, they found that the men 
were the two Spaniards, who were apparently 
just going out. One of them, at any rate, had 
opened the door. As Hartley came up Maltenta 
spoke to him in a half whisper. 

" You know who I am ? " he asked. 

"Oh, Lord, yes," said the Englishman 
roughly ; " but it's no good trying to plunder 
me of any more money. I've paid her all I'm 
going to pay, and if she doesn't share equally 
with you that's no affair of mine. You must 
make her." 

The door was opened wider, and Ralph moved 
forward hastily, afraid lest Hartley should escape 
through it. As he advanced a gleam of light 
flashed suddenly in the air, there was a confused 
scuffle in the dimly-lit passage, the exact 
manoeuvring in which Ralph could not follow, 
and then the two Spaniards disappeared through 
the door, leaving Hartley leaning against the 
wall with a dazed look on his face^ which had 
suddenly turned very white. He raised his 
hand at last and tried to hold it to his side, 
but it dropped helplessly down again. 
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"ThcyVe done something to me," said the 
man, staring stupidly at Ralph ; and as- he spoke 
there were two or three little splashes on the 
oilcloth of the floor. Ralph looked down and 
saw pools of blood forming there, and while 
he looked Hartley bent slowly to one side and 
sank on to the ground. 

George sprang upstairs and summoned the 
proprietor, who came down and stood helplessly 
in the hall, wringing his hands and exclaiming 
that his licence would certainly be taken away 
if the police heard of it. Was it not possible 
to prevent them from hearing about it ? Might 
not the gentleman be sent home at once without 
any more questions being asked ? George shook 
his head impatiently ; much as he would have 
liked to adopt this suggestion, it was obviously 
impossible ; the man had been stabbed, and a 
surgeon and the police must be sent for. Ralph 
ran out in search of both, while Hartley was 
lifted on to the sofa in the office. The proprietor 
brought some strips of cloth, with which some 
rough attempt was made to bandage the wound, 
and some brandy, with which the unconscious 
man was at length revived. The wound was 
in the left side, close to the heart ; probably 
Hartley had not long to live. As he opened 
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his eyes and looked vaguely round him, George 
bent down over him with rage and determination 
in his face. 

" Have you your cheque-book with you ? " 
he asked in a low, determined voice ; then, 
as the man slightly nodded, he felt in all his 
pockets and at last brought it out. "Now — 
can you hear me ? can you understand ?" 

The wounded man nodded slightly and looked 
towards the brandy. George gave him some 
more, and watched him drink it in desperate 
impatience. At that moment the music began 
overhead, crashing into the silence in which the 
whole of the dreadful scene had passed. 

"If you write a cheque now for the money 
which you stole on Thursday, is there any 
chance of its being paid ? " 

Some expression which George could not 
understand dawned in Hartley's face, but he lay 
in silence. 

" Answer me, you cur ! " said the other in 
a maddened whisper, and laying a heavy hand 
on the dying man's shoulder ; " answer me, or 
ril shake the life out of you ! " 

Hartley glanced down at the strips of cloth 
on his side already saturated with blood, and 
muttered feebly, " A doctor — send for one," 
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"Ralph has gone for one," said George 
between set teeth, and himself also glancing 
down at the reddening cloths. "Answer my 
question." 

" I have not ten pounds in the world," was the 
slowly whispered reply. 

" Now listen again, and answer me one more 
question. Did my son Ralph know what you 
meant to do when he signed that cheque for 
you ? Had you explained it to him ? Tell 
the truth. You will be dead in half an hour, so 
you have no object in lying." 

"Where is the doctor? Why doesn't " 

The ashen face was convulsed with terror, and 
the whispering voice died away in a sob. 

"Answer my question," repeated George 
sternly,* pushing some more brandy between the 
man's lips. 

" He suspected nothing at all," said Hartley ; 
" he was a perfect fool about it." 

George Spencer moved two steps away from 
the couch, and his face lit up with such a 
glow of relief and gratitude as made the club 
proprietor come forward and say hurriedly, " Is 
he better ? May he go away now ? " 

Mr. Spencer shook his head. "The chap's 

^y'^^gy'' he said absently, with his mind obviously 
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occupied with another matter. Suddenly he 
picked up a pen, opened Hartley's cheque-book, 
and wrote out a cheque for £ss^y which he 
brought to the side of the couch. " Sign that," 
he said imperatively. "Someone may be per- 
suaded to pay money into your account to meet 
it, or you may be lying when you say you have 
no money there. Sign this cheque. I will lose 
no chance of saving Ralph. Sign it," he repeated 
angrily, shaking the man who lay under his 
hand, and pushing the pen between his helpless 
fingers. 

Hartley asked for brandy, which was given 
him, and then made an attempt to lift the pen. 
George raised the man's hand and placed it 
above the cheque. There was a moment's pause, 
and then George glanced up from the wavering 
hand to the face of the dying man, who was 
looking at him with eyes which already knew the 
last great secret. As the men's eyes met, and 
held one another for a moment. Hartley's glazed 
over suddenly, and the pen dropped from his 
hand. George bent over him with more brandy, 
then he moved back a step, and then flung the 
glass to the ground with a savage curse. The 
smash of the breaking glass drowned the sound 
of footsteps outside and of an opening door, 
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George looked round at last to find the room 
filling with men — a doctor, guests, police, and 
Ralph. He heard the surgeon*s voice saying, 
"I'm too late, it appears," and saw the police 
busy with their notebooks. He went up to 
Ralph and put a hand on his shoulder. 

** I apologise for all the things which I have 
been saying to you, lad," he said, with a beaming 
smile and a very slight quiver in his voice. 
" I must have been mad to insult you as I did. 
Of course, we are in a bad position, you and 
I ; there is nothing but our word for it that 
we were ignorant of what the cheque was for, 
and there arc half a dozen ugly-looking facts on 
the other side ; but we'll win through somehow. 
That dead hound yonder told me how he had 
gulled you. He didn't seem to admire your 
intelligence much, and, to be frank, neither do 
I ; but he was ashamed of me for doubting your 
honesty, and in that I quite agree with him. 
Now for these police." 

George went forward and gave his evidence. 
There was not the slightest doubt about what 
had happened, and he and Ralph, with the pro- 
prietor of the club and the Spanish dancer, 
were hurried round to the police-station, whence 
detectives were rapidly despatched in search of 
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Maltenta and his companion. They were found 
and arrested without difficulty ; and beyond an 
expression of satisfaction on being told of Hart- 
ley's death, and a few expressions of surprise 
at so much fuss being made about it, they re- 
mained silent and indifferent. George and Ralph 
could imagine nothing which could bring their 
names into the case except as chance witnesses 
of a commonplace murder. But George Spen- 
cer's memory of the events of the evening was 
not very clear, or his ideas as to the investiga- 
tion of a murder were rather sketchy. A police 
official arrived at Mount Street as the two men 
were breakfasting next morning, and produced 
Hartley's cheque-book. 

" The club proprietor tells us," he said politely, 
** that you made out this cheque, and were en- 
deavouring to persuade the murdered man to 
sign it. Would you explain to me why you 
were doing this ? " 
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George answered the question in as much detail 
as he thought fit ; but suppression of the truth 
is as difficult an art as lying itself, and this par- 
ticular artist talked too much to be successful 
in such work. His explanation was fluent, but 
there was a good deal of it, and the detective 
very easily perceived that these two men and 
Hartley had been engaged in some financial 
transactions which would not bear daylight. 
Ralph read this suspicion in the man*s voice and 
manner^ and tried to make his father stop talk- 
ing, a feet which the detective ^so noted. After 
his departure fether and son sat on talking for 
some time, and towards midday Ralph went out, 
meaning to walk down to the Knightsbridge 
office and bring home any letters which might 
require attention. As he came suddenly out of 
the front door he chanced to notice a man in 
a dark grey suit and round hat, who was look- 
ing in at a shop window opposite ; at the end of 
Mount Street he turned round by mere chance 
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and found this man close to him ; as he got half- 
way across the park he turned round again, and 
the man was still following him. With a thrill 
of terror Ralph suddenly realised that he was 
being "shadowed." 

Ralph Spencer was by nature and training an 
abject coward. At certain moments he grew 
reckless, and ceased to calculate the results of 
coming events or even to foresee them, so that 
his resulting acts bore a false impress of courage. 
But in circumstances like the present he lost 
his head hopelessly. On Thursday afternoon 
Hartley's appropriation of the company's money 
had seemed to him at worst a slightly doubtful 
proceeding which might cause a little trouble ; 
this morning it seemed to him a serious crime, 
in which he and his father must inevitably ap- 
pear accomplices, and which must certainly send 
them both to gaol. In this grey figure he saw 
the visible commencement of detection and im- 
prisonment. Already he was in the grip of the 
law ; at any moment he might be arrested, and 
he would have no defence. The dead man had 
committed a theft, and had paid Ralph a part of 
the proceeds to hold his tongue. With another 
shock of terror he suddenly recollected Hartley's 
telegram to him from Newmarket, offering to 
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put £2§ on King Richard for the Old Cam- 
bridgeshire ; to Ralph's mind it was, of coiirse, 
now obvious that he ought to have known that 
Hartley had taken aU this money down to New- 
market, and was offering him a further bribe. 
It was almost incredible that he shovdd not have 
perceived this at the time. Now that he did 
perceive it, it was equaUy incredible to him that 
anyone else should believe in such idiotic inno- 
cence. 

He drove back to Mount Street, the detective, 
of course, following, and ran upstairs to the 
sitting-room, trembling from head to foot. 

" I am being watched by the police, father ! " 
he said, falling into a chair and drawing long, 
sobbing breaths between each sentence. "It is 
a man in a grey suit ; he is sure to be opposite 
the entrance now. What am I to do ? " 

George jumped out of his seat, went to the 
window and saw the man. " That's your chap, 
I suppose ? " he asked, and when Ralph had 
come to the window and said yes, the elder man 
put on his hat, went downstairs, and crossed the 
road to where the detective was standing. 

"You have been following my son, I believe .?" 
he asked politely; "then you intend, I suppose, to 
watch our rooms ? This is perfectly unnecessary. 
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but, of course, you must obey orders. I have 
come to suggest, however, that you had better 
come and wait upstairs inside our chambers. 
We are going down to Thames Ditton this after- 
noon, and if you have to come with us it would 
be less trouble to do so openly." 

The detective flushed angrily at George's 
opening words, but presently began to look 
foolish. His superiors would not greatly ad- 
mire this, his first essay at shadowing a sus- 
pected man ; but if he had been found out he 
had better admit the truth with a good grace 
and adopt this comfortable suggestion. After 
a cursory inspection of the chambers to satisfy 
himself that there was only one exit, he took up 
his station in the hall and accepted a comfortable 
chair and some lunch. 

"I have told the fellow," said George very 
gravely to his son, " that we are going down to 
Thames Ditton this afternoon." 

Ralph turned a startled face to his father and 
muttered a negative. 

" Yes, my boy, yes. It's a painful part of the 
business, but we have got to go through with 
it. We must tell our story from beginning to 
end three times, once to your uncle, once to 
Lord Aston, and once to the Duke of Suffolk. 
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I have wired to Aston and the Duke, asking 
where we can see them this evening, or at latest 
to-morrow morning ; and I have sent a note to 
Henry to tell him that we are coming. We 
must go through with it, Ralph." 

The lad glanced up at his father in some sur- 
prise. There was a new sobriety about George, 
a steady look on his face, a gentle kindness and 
consideration in his voice and manner which 
struck the son as new and very restful, and his 
decisions proved on examination to be very 
just, his advice very sound and straightforward. 
George Spencer was an honest, warm-hearted 
man ; impulsive, careless, and hopelessly incapable 
of dealing with any matter which required calcu- 
lation or finesse ; but an admirable judge of the 
best way to treat a gentleman. For one moment 
on the previous evening he had believed his son 
to be a rogue, and had been utterly at sea as to 
what he should say or do. Now this moment 
was passed, and to his ordinary aflfection for his 
son there was superadded a desire to make 
amends for it. 

Lunch passed in silence, and Ralph made no 
more objections to the journey to Thames 
Ditton. He was too frightened to think for 
himself, and all thought of Peggy was swept 
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away in mere fear for his own personal safety. 
He could think of nothing but that ; the mental 
pictures which were forming and re-forming 
themselves in his mind throughout this journey 
were of arrest, trial, imprisonment, and the 
comments of astonished friends. He knew 
himself to be guilty, and was only wondering 
how far critics would admit extenuating cir- 
cumstances. It was with a feeling which can 
only be described as terrified curiosity that he 
found himself at Ditton Court and confronted 
with Sir Henry Spencer. 

George had written a note, in which he had 
told his brother a bare outline of the circum- 
stances. Unfortunately for the young man 
Mrs. Anstruther had been in the house when 
the note arrived, and Sir Henry had shown it 
to her. She had spoken freely and bitterly, 
flaming into anger at this suggestion of a public 
scandal, and in her anger using immoderate 
words about what she personally had seen of 
Ralph. She had spoken her words of warning, 
and they had been utterly disregarded ; Sir 
Henry had come over to ask her advice, which 
she had given, she said, in mild and kindly 
language because she believed that he cared 
very much for his brother and nephew, and 
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would dislike to hear them spoken of as they 
deserved. Now she only wished she had paid 
less attention to his feelings and said more 
plainly what was really in her mind, namely, 
that she did not care to recognise these two 
persons as future relations of hers, or to give 
them the slightest atom of countenance or 
assistance. 

A woman's ignorant terror of any police-court 
business, mingled with the knowledge that for 
the future she would be responsible, and held 
responsible, for the life of this girl who was 
now being allowed to compromise herself in 
this idiotic fashion, combined to make Mrs. 
Anstruther's language unusually violent ; and 
such language coming from a person from whom 
he had never heard anything unkind or con- 
demnatory before, frightened Sir Henry Spencer 
into sudden resolution. He would be firm with 
these two men. Family pictures, family appeals, 
and even jokes should not move him. What- 
ever the request might be, he would refuse 
it ; whatever the arguments or persuasions, he 
would ignore them. And he would give reasons 
for his refusal, and waive aside the persuasions, 
in language about which there could be no doubt 
at all. He walked into the library with an air 
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which said all this, and stood in front of George 
and Ralph with the aspect of a judge who has 
called upon the counsel for the defence, but 
rather expects to hear that they have thrown 
up their briefs. George took a resolution 
suddenly which at other moments might have 
been wise, but under present circumstances was 
a mistake. Being dimly aware of Henry's dis- 
like of his loquacity, he moved a pace or two 
backwards and said to Ralph, "Tell him your 
story without reserve." 

Unprepared for such a command, and in a 
most painful state of agitation, Ralph told his 
story, narrating it in a fashion which could only 
leave one impression on an ordinary man's mind. 
The bald narrative of facts in this case could 
only sound like a confession of crime ; the 
genuine excuses and true explanations required 
to be put into words, for the simple reason that 
they would never occur to any intelligent person. 
From George's lettef and Ralph's tale Sir Henry 
only gathered that his nephew was confessing 
the commission of an inexcusable crime, and his 
indignation knew no bounds. Mrs. Anstruther 
was perfectly right ; he was inviting her to 
marry into a family one member of which, and 
perhaps two, would shortly be in prison. 
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" Why are you telling me this story ? " he 
asked at last, icily. " What do you want me to 
do ? I can't prevent Aston prosecuting you ; 
indeed, I don't see how he can help it, or how 
he could hush up a business of this sort if he 
wanted to. The company, as I gather from 
your story, is practically at an end, and in such 
cases smaUer shareholders will certainly demand 
an explanation, and will want punishment dealt 
out right and left to everyone who deserves it. 
I don't suppose Aston can shelter you, even if 
he wants to. If the repayment of this money 
will prevent a prosecution I suppose I must 
repay it. I shall do it very unwillingly, because, 
as you know, I loathe and detest flinging huge 
sums of money into such gutters of rascality as 
you live in ; but I suppose I must do it. If, 
however, the directors of the company refuse to 
accept this repayment, as they probably will, I 
can't help you in any other way. Nobody 



can. 



" You don't understand, Henry," said George 
very quietly, "that Ralph is perfectly innocent 
in the matter. Hartley drew the money without 
giving him the slightest idea that he was going 



to misuse it." 



"No, I didn't understand that," said Sir 
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Henry, his voice and manner changing. "Do 
you mean/* he asked, turning to Ralph, "that 
Hartley gave you some good reason for drawing 
this cheque ? He had prepared some account, 
you. mean, of what it was for, and you were 
gulled by the account ? " 

" Not exactly that," said Ralph uneasily. 

"Well, how was it?" asked Sir Henry 
irritably. 

"He said he would go round and pay some 
bills personally, which amounted to nearly two 
hundred pounds, and that he wanted to draw 
three hundred pounds for himself because it was 
his own money which he had advanced. The 
rest was my own and my father's salary for the 
December quarter, which he offered to advance." 

" And you wish me to understand," said Sir 
Henry ironically, "that you thought he had a 
perfect right to remove any of the company's 
money which he liked for his own personal use, 
and that you had no idea that he was offering 
this advance to you as a bribe ? I see ! " 

" That is the fact," said George ; " and Hartley 
admitted it to me when he was dying. He told 
me that Ralph had never suspected him for a 
moment." 

Sir Henry laughed, and then turned sharply 
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round at the sound of the door opening. It 
opened to admit a figure in grey. The detective 
had agreed at first to wait in the hall, but, 
growing suspicious, he had decided to follow the 
two men into the library, and had sent for a 
footman to show him the way. 

" Who is this ? " asked Sir Henry sharply. 

"We are being watched by a man from 
Scotland Yard," said George, with an appealing 
look at his brother. " These money transactions 
in fact have nothing to do with Hartley*s death, 
but of course we are under suspicion." 

"They are known to the police already, are 
they ? " asked Sir Henry, white with angen 
" Would you be so good as to leave my house 
at once ? " 

" I understand the real reason of your anger," 
said Ralph quietly ; " but you may calm your- 
self. I have given up all thought of Peggy." 

"I should be obliged," said Sir Henry, "if 
you would refrain from mixing up my daughter's 
name with such a discussion as this." 

" You have been making a great point of his 
giving up all thought of her," said George 
rather sternly, "and he is perfectly right to 
tell you he has done so." 

" Good God, my dear chap," said the other 
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furiously, " don't make such a fool of yourself ! 
Give her up ! You bring a youngster here who 
confesses to me that he has been embezzling 
money, and that the police are after him ; and 
then you expect me to be grateful when he 
tells me that he gives up all idea of marrying 
my daughter ! I really think you had better 
go away. It is no pleasure to me to go on 
saying things of this sort to you." 

"I hope it isn't," said George, turning to 
leave the room, with a hand on his son's 
shoulder. " I assure you they will never be 
forgotten or forgiven." 

As the two men walked away down the front, 
with their usual attendant following them, Ralph 
lifted his dazed eyes to the archway leading into 
the rose garden where he had last met Peggy. 
He saw her there now, whether really or in 
imagination he could hardlj tell for a moment ; 
but as he passed she caught sight of him and, 
stretching out her hands, called to him to stop. 

Then Mrs. Anstruther came out from behind 
a rose tree and put her hand on the girl's arm, 
saying something to her in urgent entreaty. 
At the same moment George took his son's 
arm and dragged him onwards. Looking round 
at the last moment, Ralph saw that Mrs. 
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Anstruthcr's entreaties had prevailed, for the 
girl had dropped her hands and was standing 
motionless ; and he hurried on with his father. 
The two men arrived back in Mount Street 
to find a message from Lord Aston, asking them 
to come to him at six o*clock that afternoon, 
and they went straight round to Portman 
Square to keep the appointment. The Duke 
of Suffolk came in, apparently by arrangement 
with Lord Aston, who had been considerably 
alarmed by George*s message, and had asked 
the Duke to come round and help him. To 
these two men George told his son*s story ; 
but probably it erred in the opposite direction 
to Ralph's narrative, for the excuses seemed to 
anger the two men. They walked to the other 
end of the room in somewhat rude fashion to 
discuss the matter, and then came back with 
a highly unfavourable verdict. They could do 
nothing whatever. Lord Aston said, to hush 
the matter up ; whether they would if they 
could was beside the point, because it was quite 
useless to try. The police had some inkling 
of the story, a large 'part of which must of 
necessity come out at the murder trial ; and 
the attempt of two directors of a public com- 
pany to hush up such a piece of business, when 
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it became known would be denounced in the 
severest possible fashion. George and Ralph 
must come to the directors' meeting on Monday 
and tell their story, and the Board must then 
decide what to do. "And Tm afraid," added 
the Duke, "you must look forward to a very 
unpleasant result." 

As the two men left the house and walked 
homewards in the growing darkness of the 
October evening, George Spencer took his son's 
arm and held it tight, with whispered words 
of sympathy and encouragement. Ralph hardly 
heard them. Once or twice he turned half-mad 
eyes to his father's face, and once put his hand 
in his with the action of a frightened little child. 
He said nothing till he got home, when, with a 
muttered remark about being in great pain, he 
walked rapidly on by himself down Mount 
Street. George watched him for a moment in 
some anxiety, and was rather relieved than other- 
wise to see the detective at his heels. The 
gentleman in grey had not very far to walk or 
very long to wait. Ralph merely went to a 
doctor's house, stayed there a quarter of an hour, 
and after calling at a chemist on his way, came 
back to his chambers. 
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In a certain English cathedral there is an old 
tombstone, anonymous, dateless, unknown to 
history, and graven only with the single word 
" Miserrimus/* It is more than possible, of 
course, that this may be the whim of some man 
who, after a commonplace and happy life, has 
chosen this sure method of making the passing 
world — commonplace and happy as himself — 
pause and think of what is coming. But the 
majority of mankind, strolling among the grave- 
stones here, would be inclined to take the dead 
biographer at his word, and, standing awhile, try 
to picture to themselves what manner of life it 
was which is summed up in this word. For 
my part, I think that the epitaph describes 
with painful completeness such a life as Ralph 
Spencer*s had been. He might have become 
an important person in the world ; he was the 
owner of a well-known name and good posi- 
tion. He was free to degrade them, and he 
had degraded them ; he had power to drag 
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others down into the mire, and he had dragged 
them down. He had lived his life in placid 
acceptance of acknowledged wrong, and all the 
world was the worse for it, while he himself 
had been thoroughly happy, perhaps, for twelve 
hours out of the last twelve years. When his 
turn should come to face the lonely passage into 
eternity, not one thought of duty done, of a 
day well spent, or even of pleasure enjoyed, 
could come to him to brighten its darkness. 
There are men like him in some respects, but 
simply incapable of a higher life, whose existence 
is a dull farce played on without effect, good or 
bad, on anybody in the world, till it ends 
suddenly by the disappearance of the player. 
Ralph was capable of the higher life, but his 
existence had been a long tragedy of sin involv- 
ing scores of others in the ruin left along its 
reckless course. Now at a point the sin had 
stopped short, and retribution had begun — begun 
with a persistent completeness that seemed to 
him sometimes as if an omnipotent hand had 
marked every crime with its punishment, and 
was moving back along this line of ill-spent 
years, avenging them as it went. 

He was perfectly hopeless now. He under- 
stood very well that Aston and the Duke wished 
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him to fly the county before Monday afternoon, 
and could hold out no hope to him of any other 
escape. They did not believe a word of his 
story any more than Sir Henry Spencer had 
believed it ; any more, he supposed, than Peggy 
would believe it ; but he could not escape. In 
the first place he was being watched, and secondly 
he had no money except what remained from 
Hartley's cheque, which his father now held, and 
certainly would not give up. Despair, which to 
youth is mostly a word of unknown meaning, 
had taken possession of Ralph, and superseded 
every other feeling, and obliterated all power of 
calculation or foresight. He had no delusions 
about his present or future. Long years of 
dreadful experience had dragged away the mental 
veils which enable most young men to ignore 
approaching ruin. He had had his experience 
of deciding to try this, that, and the other plan, 
with something else as a last resort. The inter- 
vening plans had invariably proved to be myths, 
and he had always come to his last resort. The 
case would be the same now, only there was no 
last resort. 

Except one. As he left Aston*s house, Ralph 
Spencer had decided that, having made a failure 
of his life in this world, it would be more enter- 
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prising to try the next ; and on his way home 
he had made some preparations to do so. In 
the course of making experiments with all the 
vices of his day, he had tried a little morphia- 
taking, and liked it so much, and found it a 
pleasure so exactly adapted to his idle, stupid, 
invertebrate youth, that it was only marvellous 
that he should ever have given it up. The 
knowledge which he had gained during these 
weeks of indulgence in this new vice would 
serve him very well now. He sat in his arm- 
chair in the sitting-room after dinner, planning 
what he would do, and wondering whether he 
would be frightened when the moment came. 
Was he afraid now ? A little perhaps, but 
fear did not hold the dominant place in his 
mind. If he feared eternity much, he feared 
Monday afternoon more. There would be no 
mercy for him then ; and there might be some 
to-night. George talked to him very little, only 
telling him of any encouraging thought which 
occurred to him ; but unluckily the elder man's 
optimism had grown stale and meaningless to 
his son. Once in a long year Ralph might find 
it agreeable ; but mostly it only angered or 
wearied him. To-night it simply meant noth- 
ing. George's brain had never in fact been 
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more clear and steady, his purpose had never 
been more strongly set to win through a delicate 
and dangerous fight at all costs ; and this was a 
fight in which his few good qualities would serve 
him admirably. The men who would assemble 
in Knightsbridge on Monday afternoon would 
not be irrevocably resolved to punish the young 
criminal, and George's imperious manner and 
vigorous determination might very possibly 
overpower their hesitating counsels ; they would 
be gentlemen and honest men, more ready to 
believe in a blunder than to suspect a crime, and 
George knew his way among people of that sort. 
But unluckily Ralph had heard too many hopeful 
words in the past from his father, and had seen 
too few results. It was in vain that George 
offered them to him now. 

Very anxiously and tenderly the elder man 
watched his son throughout the evening, seeing 
that his encouragement had little effect, and 
reproaching himself for its failure, whose cause 
he partially understood. As the two men parted 
at their bedroom doors they were both silent, 
and a new touch of anxiety came into George's 
mind. As he looked into the young face before 
him, with its deadly white lips, and eyes full of 
fear and horror, a vague suspicion that something 
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was going to happen before morning fixed itself 
in his brain and would not be banished. As he 
shut the door of his own room the suspicion 
resolved itself into a belief that Ralph meant to 
leave London that night. Perhaps it might be 
best ; but at any rate the boy should not go 
without a word from him. He left his door 
ajar, and taking up a book, resolved to stay 
awake till morning. 

The night hours passed slowly by. The fire 
burnt out, and after a short interval of darkness 
a touch of dawnlight fell on the blinds. A 
morning wind rustled through the bare creepers. 
A bird just outside the open window sang a few 
notes ; another in the distance took it up, and 
another, till a chorus of thrushes, blackbirds, 
sparrows, and martins had begun their song of 
welcome to another day. 

Soon after four o'clock, the silence in Ralph's 
room being unbroken, George began to feel a 
little more easy in his mind, but thought that 
he might go into the lad's room and see that he 
was not packing. He took a shaded candle in 
his hand, and crossed the passage, and opened 
the door very quietly. Ralph was in bed and 
seemed to be comfortably asleep. Suddenly 
George moved nearer, letting the full light of 
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the candle fall on his son*s &ce, and then started 
back with a cry of terror. 

Surely without much cause ! 

When, twenty years ago, Ralph Spencer, a 
little boy of six years old, lay asleep in the night 
nursery of Ditton Court, his fece was not more 
perfectly peaceful and happy than it was now, as 
he lay wrapped in the last long sleep whose 
waking no man knows. One bare arm was flung 
back on the pillow, a small red spot on it marking 
where the little morphia needle had entered and 
opened eternity's gates ; his eyes were closed and 
his lips parted in a smile of infinite content and 
rest, as though in that last dread moment the 
frightened boy had looked across the dark gulf 
which he was slowly crossing and seen the place 
of safety which he sought. For a moment 
George came back and stood by the bedside, 
looking down on this second death scene, with 
the knowledge coming to birth in his own soul 
that he had sown, or helped to sow, this dreadful 
harvest. Then he ran out into the passage crying 
for help. 

But who should help him, and how, I do not 
know. .. 
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